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‘If this awful man goes to the Head’, Alison had said to George, ‘I'll 
certainly be kicked out!’. That was what she had said, because of course 
Mr Bartlow couldn’t be expected to know that “kicking out’ was the kind 
of sanction that Mr Pinkerton would only resort to as a very last resort. 
His first recourse would be to that paragraph in the school’s prospectus 
which mentioned ‘exceptional circumstances’ in connection with the 
application of a cane to a girl’s bottom. Alison would, perhaps. have 
mentioned it to Mr Bartlow except that he was, in truth, a little — well, 
common — and she wasn't sure that such people ought to know 
everything. 
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ne, teenaged {about 16 years 
or age to be more exact); also 
er class _ because St 
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at 55 had been 
“caretaker at St Helena’s school for 
Girls for some time now. It was a 
nice number, a very nice number. 
not the biggest pay packet in the 
: d, you understand; you weren't 
going to become Rockerfeller over- 
night but money isn’t everything, 
is it? It certainly wasn’t when you 
were bang smack in the middle of 
200-odd budding and blooming 
maidens. Bang? Smack? The Eng- 
lish language does at times have 
unfortunate overtones. Maidens? 
well no doubt many of them were. 
George looked up from his perusal of 
. The Sun to examine this visitor 
yas who had so precipitately burst into 
eR his snug little room. 

Alison Randall, Lower Sixth. 
Slim and clean-limbed like a boy 
apart from certain notable differ- 
ences evident under her uniform. 
The pretty face was flushed and she 
was breathing energetically, like a 
young filly which had just been taken 
for a brisk canter. One slender bare 
arm came up to brush away an 
errant blonde lock. 

‘Phew! Cripes!’ Alison had evid- 
ently been running. 

George got up from his chair and 
with deliberate tread moved behind 
her to close his door. A little privacy 
was highly desirable when hearing 
about a girl’s scrapes. He came 
oF: Yel um COMET ECTIVG MN LRG (OKC OOD eTTIVIAT 
to his pretty visitor. Long 
lashes fluttered on big blue eyes. 
She was quite tall in addition 
to being slim, as tall as George 
himself. He had a sudden mental 
picture of the long legs going right 
up under her short skirt, up to 
her regulation knickers. George 
cleared his throat. 

‘What sort of scrape?’ 

The long lashes fluttered again. 
Mr Bartlow was quite old but he was 









Alison knew about Mr Pinkerton’s 
preference for the cane across a girl’s bottom 
rather than the toe of a boot under it because 
— well, to be absolutely honest, this wasn’t the 
first scrape she’d been in. Foolishly — though 
she’d thought she was doing the right thing — 
she’d gone to the Head and ‘owned up’. Even 
now, when she thought about it, she could 
almost literally feel those cane weals 
throbbing across her bum! 


















also indisputably male. Such male- 
ness could produce all sorts of stir- 
rings when you were 16 especially 


_if you were closetted with Mr Bart- 
- low in the close confines of his little 


room. And you couldn’t help but 
recall those things that girls said 


‘about being with Mr Bartlow in his 
room. Imagination probably but 


etheless 


_ Alison hook her head to banish Ff 
ch thou hts and concentr 2 
ss : 


unrelated to the s 
girls said about Mr B 
being in his room. : 

“Well, Mr Bartlow | 
of a long story... : 

‘The ey frequently are,’ 
George, ‘but let’s hear i 
reached out and lightly axe) cle 
smooth forearm. Alison squeaked 
nervously. 

‘Well, uh, it was the £5 that 
Daddy gave me for the school fund. 
I, uh, well, it sort of disappeared. 


-. I — I bought some chocolate and 


I owed Charlotte Ponsonby S0Op 
on a bet but, well, that doesn’t 
add up to £5, does it, Mr Bartlow?’ 
The big blue eyes were wide in 
Ehoy orev buetem Com Gxoroy uexem-l ool timid Comrb ey (oyu 
tunate disappearing nature of 
money. ‘Anyway..’ 

Alison batted her eyes again. She 
was coming to the embarrassing 
bit. “Well this, uh, man in the town. 
Last Saturday afternoon. He, er, 
bought me an ice-cream. And 
then when I told him about needing 
£5 for the school fund he — um — 
said he’d give me £5 if I went for a 
drive with him.’ 

Alison reached down to scratch 
a knee and give herself a 
breathing space. Going for a drive 
with a strange man was of course 
very strictly forbidden - as indeed 
was accepting an ice-cream from 
such a person. George, waiting 
for the scratching to stop, had an 
owlish look on his face. He was also 
experiencing a tightness in the front 
of his trousers. 

Alison looked decidedly embar- 
rassed but clearly the narrative had 
to continue. ‘Well — I said yes. I 
mean I needed that £5.’ There 
wasn’t a tremendous lot more to 
tell if she got it out in one swoop 
and left out the details. ‘So I said I’d 
see him Wednesday. Yesterday, that 
is. I got a pass out. We went out in 
the country but then after he gave 
me the £5 I decided that I 
didn’t want to — er — let 
him do — um — what he 
wanted. Not the whole _ thing 
anyway. He tried to make me but I 
wouldn’t and I said I’d report him to 
the police. So then he said OK he’d 
tell Mr Pinkerton about me. That 
I’d been running around like a — 
like a little tart and selling myself 
for £5 a time.’ 













The big eyes were blinking 
again, this time with a suspicion of 
moisture in them at the recollection 
of this distressful turn of events. 
‘And that’s about it, Mr Bartlow. 
He’s going to tell the Head unless I 

~ see him again and, you know, let him 


do it. I didn’t sleep a wink all last 
night thinking about this awful busi- 
ness. Finally in Miss Gregory’s class 
I decided that I would tell you, Mr 
Bartlow. And then I ran all the 
way.’ She gulped dismally. ‘I got 


the £5, he didn’t try to get 
it back. But he kept my knickers, 
though. They were my very best 
ones, Janet Reager silk that my 
uncle Desmond gave me and I bet 
they cost a few quid.’ 


Fitting in a few details of his own 
to this bald outline, George felt quite 
aroused. It was clearly a scrape and 
a half - and also a great stroke 
of luck that the young lady had 
decided to bring her problem to him. 

Alison gave him a little smile ‘I 
feel a whole lot better now I’ve told 
you, Mr Bartlow. You can deal with 
this horrid man for me, can’t you? 
‘Cos if he goes to the head I'll 
certainly be kicked out, even though 
those awful things he’ll say will be 
untrue.’ 

Quite so. George gave her a 
theatrically stern look. ‘I don’t 
know about this man but I 
should deal with you, young lady. 
You have behaved very badly.’ 





His tone was moralistic and 
righteous, not really going with that 
now considerable stiffness in his 
trousers. It must be admitted that 
the latter more truly reflected the 
real George Bartlow. He would do 
what he could to help, naturally, 
but he was going to want some 
reward for sorting it out, and a 
reward should be available, seeing 
that this young lady could not 
afford to have the matter go any 
further. George reached his arm 
round a slender waist, eliciting a 
little squeal from Alison. There 
wasn’t much under the thin summer 
uniform except Alison herself. Firm 
taut flesh. A little further down at 
the curve of girlish hips was some- 
thing else: the waistband of 
knickers. 

‘Took them off, did he?’ George 
heard his voice inquire. 

‘What? Oh my knicks. Well not 
exactly. J took them off. We got 


out of the car and went for a 
walk. Then after a bit he made me 
take them off. Well he didn’t make 
me but sort of persuaded me. But 
after that, well I, er, I suppose 
I got cold feet. Oooh! 

This last sharp exclamation was 
occasioned by George’s hand leaving 
Alison’s waist and sliding down, to 
grip a tight buttock cheek through 
thin frock and knickers. Not the 
light, half-accidental feel you might 
give a girl you weren’t sure about 
but a firm confident grasp which said 
it was in control and which behoved 
the recipient to be nice and acquie- 
scent. And Alison, after her quick 
yelp of surprise did submissively 
acquiesce. After a little squeeze 
George went further. He pulled her 
round to face him in firm frontal 
contact. Then taking Alison’s hips in 
both hands he nudged her gently 
from side to side, rubbing the 
girl’s taut belly against his excited 


member. Alison produced a splutter- 
ing gasp and widened her eyes for a 
startled moment. 

George’s voice came out some- 
what thick as he savoured the heady 
sensation. His mind was razor keen 
when his own interests were con- 
cerned and he had hit on a simple 
strategem to take full advantage of 
his visitor’s scrape. 

‘Don’t worry about this 
character, I’ll take care of him. But 
what we want, for me to be put 
completely in the picture, is one of 
those reconstructions like the police 
do. An action replay so you 
remember every detail. You and me 
I mean, Alison.’ 

Alison considered this and said 
‘Cripes!’ She was still being 


rubbed gently but firmly against 
Mr Bartlow and she was well aware 
of what precise part of him she was 
being rubbed against. It was making 
her all hot and tingly, her whole 








Ruth’s nerve had given way under threat of 
having her spank-sore bottom caned, and 
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body but especially certain parts: 
her breasts, in between her legs, 
also that very part that Mr Bartlow’s 
thing was pressed against. The other 
man had of course done something 


similar and Alison had responded 
in a like manner. When you're 16 
dr thereabouts and your body is just 
blossoming out it is very responsive 
to such stimuli and you can’t help it. 
And there was also what Mr Bartlow 
was saying and what that could lead 
into. Alison's breath came out in 
another sibilant ‘Cripes!’ 

‘Tomorrow after lessons, young 
Alison. You can get a pass and I'll 
meet you somewhere. Because we 
don’t want anyone to get wind of 
this, do we?’ 

Alison readily agreed that she 
didn’t. Then she was gasping again 
as George's two hands left her hips 
and came round to cup her buttocks. 
George had large hands and the 
buttocks were slim, athletic in fact 


a 


for Alison ran sprints for the school, 
so each hand was able to enclose a 
whole cheek, the fingers reaching in 
very close to where things really 
matter in a girl. Alison’s breath 
started coming in a somewhat un- 
even manner, not unlike the way it 
had been when she arrived here 
after running full pelt all the way 
from Miss Gregory’s. 

She produced a sort of gurgle as 
the fingertips reached even further 
in. 

‘OK’ said the owner of the 
fingertips. ‘Now one other thing. We 
don’t want to tell Mr _ Pinker- 
ton or anyone but obviously, young 
Alison, you should get some punish- 
ment for this behaviour. It was 
highly irresponsible as well as 
disobedient.’ Strongly moralising 
words from a man who had his hands 
where George’s were. ‘What would 
you have done if he’d put a bun in 
your oven?’ 





What indeed! What George was 
working up to naturally was that he 
should deal out a little something 
just so Alison was kept properly on 
the straight and narrow. What 
George had in mind, as he went 
smoothly on to inform the 


trembling young Miss, was a 
spanked bottom. Having your 
bottom spanked by a man — your 
bare bottom obviously - does 


invariably make a girl stop and 
think. There. is a decided shock 
element; but more to the point it 
is pleasantly arousing to the one 
(eQosbutomselemcyor-belenetom 

George’s choice of punishment 
held no surprise for Alison. It was 
after all very much one of the things 
girls said Mr Bartlow did if he got 
the opportunity, although he had 
never had occasion to do it to Alison 
before. 

‘H.. Have they got to come 
down,’ breathed that pretty Sixth 
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former, big-eyed. a little later, after 
George had let go of her and stepped 
over once more to the door, this 
time to turn the key. It was really 
something of a rhetorical question: 
There was not a lot of doubt 
in Alison’s mind. George confirmed 
that they did have to come 
down. 

They were the regulation ones, 
no fancy creation of Janet Reager 
such as Alison had referred to in 
connection with her scrape. ‘Right 
down to your knees, young lady,’ 
instructed George, ‘and then come 
here. 

It wasn’t the first time Alison had 
been spanked over a man’s lap 
because she usually got it when she 
went to stay with her Uncle 
Desmond, the source of the Janet 
Reager knickers. Uncle Desmond 
was actually not a lot unlike Mr 
Bartlow, being of similar age for 
one thing. He also gave you the 
same sort of preliminary feel up 
when he had your bare bum 
over his lap which Mr Bartlow now 
proceeded to indulge in. That big 
bulge underneath you was also very 
similar. Alison didn’t always quite 
hate being spanked by Uncle 
Desmond, because it could be oddly 
exciting and he also usually gave 
you something, usually a pound 
note, when he’d finished. 

Mr Bartlow didn’t give her a 
pound but then in the circum- 
stances she could hardly expect it. 
What Mr Bartlow did when he’d 
finished was put his hand between 
Alison’s legs. Uncle Desmond never 
did that. Maybe he would have liked 
to but he didn’t. Alison was not 
entirely taken by surprise because of 
course it was one of the things girls 
said he did though she had never 
believed it. In the state she was in, 
what with her scrape and just having 
had quite a hard spanking, it was not 
altogether surprising that Alison 
proceeded to come in no time flat. 

It was certainly embarrassing 
coming quite so quickly as she did. 
Well it might give the impression 
that she was a hot little piece which 
Alison wasn’t. It was just the 
circumstances and she hoped Mr 
Bartlow understood that. She felt so 
weak afterwards that she could 
hardly stand to pull up her knicks. 

So at least she now knew that a 
lot of that stuff that girls said about 
Mr Bartlow was true. Not that Alison 
intended to tell anyone. She was 
really relieved that she had gone to 
see him and got that awful weight 
off her mind; although there was 
still this business tomorrow that 
made you quake a bit when you 
thought about it. 


George made short work of the 
would-be despoiler of St Helena’s 
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young ladies. Armed with only a 
phone number he obtained the 
address by posing as a tele- 
phone engineer and then that very 
evening drove over to the nearby 
town and confronted the villain. 
Alison’s intended seducer proved to 
be thirtyish and middle-class with, it 
appeared, a wife and family; these 
however were shunted off into 
another room when George 
mentioned St Helena’s. In suitably 
indignant . and outraged tones 
George proceeded to put the fear of 
God into him. The ivory silk Janet 
Reager knickers were shamefacedly 
produced as was also, at George’s 
suggestion, a £10 note to give to 
the young lady for distress caused. 
George left with a flourish. 

‘If I hear a whisper of this sort of 
behaviour again I shall go straight 
to the authorities, your wife, your 
employers, the lot. Is that clearly 
understood?’ 

With that matter successfully 
accomplished there remained only 
George’s_ reconstruction of the 
‘behaviour.’ 

‘Turn right up here,’ said Alison. 
‘That takes you out onto the 
common. That’s where we went.’ 

The reconstruction had started, 
in George’s Austin A30, an heir- 





loom almost, on which he lavished 
countless hours of tender care; hours 
which, it must be said, belonged 
by rights to St Helena’s School. It 
was 4 o’clock on a nice sunny after- 
noon, ‘Along here a bit,’ said Alison, 


‘and then he parked. Yes here. 
under those trees.’ George pulled off 
the track. ‘Well, he just started a bit 
of, you know, feeling up.’ Alison was 
quite red in the face. ‘He, er, kissed 
me too.’ 

A reconstruction must be carried 
out properly and George followed 
suit, with commendable vigour. 
Alison’s grey blazer came off, as 
apparently it had with the buyer of 
ice-creams. Her green-and-white 
check frock had little white buttons 
down to the waist and these were 
unbuttoned. The bottom part of the 
frock was soon up round Alison’s 
waist. As you might expect there 
were plenty of girlish gasps and 
squeals. After quite a bit of this 
Alison sllid her mouth away from 
George’s to tell him it was at this 
point she had been given the fiver. 
Well, she might as well see just how 
authentic Mr Bartlow wanted things 
to be. 

George duly produced the £10 
note, telling her where it came from. 
Biue eyes sparkled. ‘Can I keep it, 





Babs’ caning had been almost as awful for 
Ruth as for her friend, since she’d been left 
rest UccCo(-Maot-Meip or Me (ole) ar-t ovo ot-Volh co bts)(-0 lm CoM sf-lel-) 
blubbering and sobbing whilst the head- 
master’s cane ‘thwacked’ across her bottom. 


down 


1 been unable to bear the thought 


ane might be put ACTrOsSSs 


tender bottom: she had started 
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Mr Bartlow?’ ‘Why not?’ asked 
George reaching inside the now com- 
pletely open frock top to unfasten 
Alison’s bra strap. Tucking the 
note in her purse Alison submitt- 
ed with good grace. Pert girlish 
breasts appeared: not overly large 
but choice, apple-sized and apple- 
firm — like pippins. ‘Ooohh!’ A high 
pitched squeal as two large male 
hands took rather greedy hold of 
100} 40M oF: buyede-} 0) 0) (oto 

After a bit Alison said, rather 


think that was about all 

d then we got out and 

fe — um — he took a 
h him.’ 

‘Right,’ said George, his reluct- 
ance to let go tempered with the 
prospect of other possibilities. A 
blanket! Fortunately he had a rug in 
the boot. Alison, red-faced, refasten- 
ed her bra and did up a few buttons. 
‘By the way,’ said George, ‘Did your 
knickers come off at this point?’ 

‘Er, no. A bit later, when he had 





me up against a tree.’ 

The tree proved to be a quite 
splendid Scots pine 200 yards off 
the track. ‘He had me up against the 
tree and he made me take them 
off. I suppose I was getting cold feet 
at this point. I didn’t really want | 
knickers to come off but 
grabbing at them 
might as well take t 

‘Go ahead thei 
helping himself 
feel of the apples as 
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with her back against the tree. “Er — 
OK then.’ She gave a weak smile, 
then reached under her skirt and 
took them off. Regulation white. 
‘He, um, put them in his pocket.’ 

The knickers were duly thrust 
into George’s jacket pocket. ‘By the 
way,’ he remembered, ‘I’ve got your 
Janet Reager ones back. They’re in 
the car.’ 

‘Really? Oh super! Then there 
was a squeal. 

‘I suppose he did this? Had his 
hand here?’ 

‘Oooh! Uh, yes. Oooh! I suppose 
so.” 

‘And then I suppose you got 
down on the blanket?’ 

‘Uh... yes.’ 

On George’s rug, on her back, 
Alison said, ‘This was about as 
far as it went, of course. I had 
then decided that I definitely didn’t 
want to. He got quite angry and said 
I was a little tart and a something- 
teaser. He was being quite hate- 
ful. So is that the end of the recon- 
struction, Mr Bartlow?’ 

George said he reckoned it was. 
Alison gazed up at the blanches and 
the blue sky. ‘It’s a super afternoon, 
isn’t it, Mr Bartlow?’ Then she made 
a gurgling sound. ‘Mr Bartlow! Are 
you supposed... to be doing that...? 
I mean... we’ve finished.’ 

‘I know,’ said George. ‘Do you 
like it?’ 

‘Yes... Quite... but I shouldn’t 
let you... I mean now we’re not 
reconstructing. Gosh, it’s super to 
get my Janet Reagers back.’ 

‘Have you ever done it?’ queried 
George. 

‘What? Oh. Yes; once with a boy 
on holiday. But only once.’ 

George observed that doing it 
just once and not any more for 
quite a while was not a good idea. 
A girl could get inhibited about 
doing it later. . 

‘Is that really true, Mr Bartlow?’ 
Alison certainly didn’t want to get 
inhibited. Mr Bartlow had very 
sensitive fingers. Then the fingers 
went away. She heard the sound of 
a zip. ‘Golly, Mr Bartlow... I don’t 
know...’ 

Afterwards Alison asked, ‘Did 
you make that up, Mr Bartlow, about 
Fexcmmbetembeleblo)inarewam 

George said, ‘Not really. I mean 
it sounds very reasonable.’ 

“Yes, said Alison, a little shakily 
it does. But I certainly didn’t want 
to do it with that other horrid indiv- 
idual.’ George pulled her to her feet. 
‘I think T’ll leave my knicks off 
and put those Janet Reagers on 
when we get back to the car. Cripes, 
what if we saw Mr Pinkerton out 
here!’ 

They walked off. ‘You’re sure it’s 
OK, Mr Bartlow? I mean, you know.. 
Cripes!... 


Alison, therefore, knew better than to let 
Mr Pinkerton find out about her scrape. 
Whatever the price, Mr Bartlow’s penance 
‘would be the least painful, even if it was 
somewhat embarrassing for a girl unused to 
mixing with — well, rather common people — 
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THE 
CAMBRIDGE 
CANDIDATE 


Most of the girls — 110 out of 150 
— were boarders at Kingsmead, 
daughters of essentially middle-class 
and some of what I’d term the 
landed-gentry class: the county-set, 
as they might be called, who thought 
they were a cut above the other girls 
in status. 

I was privileged — I choose the 
word carefully — to be able to attend 
to the disciplinary needs of one of 
these rich young ladies when she 
stepped over the boundaries of 
common-sense. Privileged, because 


she was probably the most physically 
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attractive young lady at the school: 
short, fashionable blonde hair 
framed a face of elfin pertness, high 
cheekbones, a fresh complexion with 
a light dusting of freckles, and a 
mouth boasting a set of perfect teeth 
and lips to tempt a priest. 

This was Melissa Hammond, a 
seventeen-year-old whose high 
spirits were tempered only by her 
capacity for hard work: for she was a 
bright. girl, academically almost 
brilliant, with a real chance of 
gaining entrance to Cambridge the 
following year. 


Her one weakness — as a 
boarder — was that she regarded it 
as her right to visit the local town 
when she pleased: a privilege 
granted only to prefects. More than 
once, she had been warned by her 
housemistress, and had been given 
three detentions for it, to no avail. 
She had not exercised her option for 
a ‘Two-Stripe’, but her 
housemistress had made it clear that 
the next time she was caught in town 
without a pass her bottom would be 
on the receiving end of any 
retribution. 

I knew nothing of this until I 

heard Miss Parminter, Melissa’s 
housemistress, complaining about 
the girl’s apparent blind spot over 
this area of school discipline: 
‘It’s not as if she doesn’t understand 
that the rules are there to protect our 
girls rather than restrict them: but 
she cannot seem to get it into her 
head that she has to ask for 
permission. I blame it on her 
parents, you know: she gets a pretty 
free hand at home, especially with 
her father abroad so much on 
business. I know her mother’s tried 
to get things sorted out, but even we 
haven’t had a lot of success with 
town passes.’ 

‘There doesn’t seem to be an 
easy solution, dear,’ consoled the 
crabby Mrs Groves, ‘but if I were 
you I’d bring the head in, or see if a 
‘Two-Stripe’ knocks some sense into 
her. : 

‘She’s seventeen, Mrs Groves: I 
hardly think beating her is really 
going to solve any problems,’ 
retorted Miss Parminter. 

‘Probably what she needs’ came 
the tart response. 

So you can imagine how, when I 
was walking past ‘The Rifle 
Volunteer’ in the centre of town the 
following evening, I was surprised to 
bump into Melissa Hammond with a 
young man who waved goodbye 
before jumping into a large red 
sports car. 

‘Ah...er...Monsieur Deauville. I 
was on my way back from the 
library, sir,’ she began. 

‘The library doesn’t have a 
branch in this pub, does it Melissa?’ 
I asked, looking her up and down. 
Her school skirt peeked below the 
mid-length light coat she wore 
despite the fact it was June. She was 
a tall girl, at least 5’ 8”, and had 
adopted that haughty look I’d seen 
before in the PE classes when she 
was defeated by a particularly 
difficult bar exercise. The schoolgirl 
I taught then, clad in gym knickers 
and vest, was a different animal to 
the aloof young lady before me now. 

“Are you going to report me, sir?’ 
she asked. 

‘I don’t know. I shall have to, I’m 
afraid.’ 


‘It'll mean I'll be caned, you 
know. On the bottom’ she added, 
unnecessarily. 

‘Really? Why?’ 

‘Because I’ve been caught out 
before, of course, Sir. Miss 
Parminter’s tried detentions, but 
they don’t seem to work. So it looks 
like Friday’s the day.’ 

(Fridays, incidentally, were when 
all ‘Two-Stripe’ offences were dealt 
with.) 

“Well, from what Miss Parminter 
has mentioned, it seems corporal 
punishment is the only answer now. 
So you deserve it,’ I said. 

‘Oh, do you think so, sir? God, I 
haven’t been whacked for a year or 
more, I bet it'll hurt.’ 

‘I think that’s the idea, Melissa. 
When was the last time you were 
punished?’ 

‘Ummm...it was my French tutor 
at home actually, sir, last summer 
hols. But you don’t take me for 
French, do you sir?’ she asked with a 
smile. 

“And why were you punished?’ I 
continued. I really wanted to know 
how: the idea of this particular 
teenager bent over for a sound 
‘whacking’, as she called it, was 
suddenly quite exciting. And by a 
French tutor, no less! C 

We were still standing outside 
the pub, and I suggested we 
continue our discussion in my car 


before I took her back to school. 

‘Well, I wasn’t really working 
hard enough, and I hadn’t done any 
homework for two days, and mummy 
was paying a fortune for him to come 
over specially from Bristol, about 
fifty miles from where we live, so 
when mummy asked how I was 
getting on he told her the truth...and 
that was it.’ 

“Well, she went crazy. I was out 
by the pool sunbathing, and she 
comes out ranting and raving about 
me being a selfish, idle little girl not 
appreciating the opportunities I was 
being given...you know the sort of 
thing...and saying that my tutor had 
told her I wasn’t working hard...and 
that he’d suggested I needed some 
firm discipline, and was there 
anyone at home who could provide 
it...are you interested in all this, 
sir?’ 

“Yes, Melissa, carry on.’ 

‘Anyway, Cook always used to 
deal with any whackings required: 
she kept a big hairbrush in the 
pantry, and we all got it at one time 
or anther..Over her lap in the 
kitchen, knickers down, and whack! 
The boys got it too. But I hadn’t been 
spanked for a long time: I think Cook 
and mummy thought I was too grown 
up when I turned sixteen.’ 

‘So what happened with your 
French tutor?’ I prompted. 

‘Oh, well mummy told me to go 


straight up to the old school room 
where Mr Lamont would ‘deal with 
me’ as she put it...and of course I 
asked what she meant by that, and 
she just said that he was going to 
punish me as Cook wasn’t there, and 
that I was to do as I was told.’ 

‘I said I’'d get changed first...I 
only had my bikini on, you see, and it 
isn’t that large!’ I could imagine the 
tempting sight of Melissa’s luscious 
young body in some skimpy two- 
piece, most parts of her golden flesh 
uncovered. 

‘But mummy said I was to go as I 
was, as I could get changed for my 
lesson afterwards. So up I went, and 
Mr Lamont ‘dealt with me’.’ 

There was nothing for it. I had to 
ask: ‘And what happened then?’ 

‘You really are interested, sir. 
Why, have you had to whack some 
naughty student’s bottom too?’ she 
asked with a smile. 

‘I want to know how you were 
dealt with, Melissa,’ I answered as 
coolly as I could, ‘and, no, I haven’t 
punished any students, though I did 
witness a ‘Two-Stripe’ session last 
week.’ 

‘And was that interesting, sir?’ 
she asked, still smiling. 

‘I mean, that was the one when 
Karen Stone got four on the bare 
wasn’t it?’ 

“Yes it was, Melissa, and she 
took it very well. I hope you can take 
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your punishment with as much 
dignity as Karen.’ 

‘Oh, I’m sure I can, sir. I mean, 
it’s not the first time I’ll have been 
whacked. But it depends who’s 
doing the whacking sir: French 
tutor’s are quite good at it, in my 
experience, but of course you’re not 
allowed to punish us girls — 
officially, sir,’ she emphasised the 
penultimate word. I was-getting the 
drift, but didn’t let on. 

‘Your French tutor; Melissa...?’ I 
wound the car window down. 

‘So I went up to the old school 
room: it used to be the playroom 
when we were little, now there’s just 
piles of toys and odds and ends, a 
couple of school desks and a 
blackboard, bit of a mess really. And 
Mr Lamont was standing there 
trying to look fierce, but he kept half- 
smiling which rather ruined the 
effect, while he lectured me about 
my work and about what I was 
throwing away, and me standing 
there with my hands behind my back 
in just a bikini, trying to look suitably 
penitent and saying things like ‘I 
know’ and ‘I’m sorry, sir’...and I 
knew what he was building up to.’ 

‘In the end, he told me to lock the 
door, and I could feel his eyes 
looking me up and down as I walked 
over and back again. Then his voice 
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went very gruff...a bit comical 
really, Ithink he was embarrassed... 
and he said: ‘I understand from your 
mother that Cook normally deals 
with matters of discipline in this 
house, but on this occasion she has 
authorised me to deal with you, and I 
now propose to punish you’ — or 
words to that effect, then he asked 
me if I had anything to say, and I just 
said I was sorry to put him to the 
trouble and something silly like I 
deserved what was coming.’ 

I said nothing, waiting for her to 
finish the story, my palms slightly 
damp, the summer air wafting in 
through the open window and the 
noise from across the pub car-park 
mixing with the sound of the 
occasional passing car. 

‘I mean, I assumed it was going 
to be a whacking. He was hardly 
going to set me extra work, was he?’ 
Melissa giggled. 


‘I don’t suppose so’ I agreed. 

“Well, the next thing I know, he’s 
unbuckling this thick leather belt he 
always wears and pulling it through 
the loops: it must have been over two 
inches wide. He doubles it over and 
slaps the end across the desk to add 
a bit of drama to the proceedings: he 
had me worried, anyway. Then his 
voice goes all gruff again and he says 
something like: ‘I’m going to give 





you the strap on your bottom. I want 
you to bend over the desk while I 
deal with you’ — you know, as if I 
didn’t realise what he had in mind!’ 

Melissa giggled again. I shifted 
uncomfortably in the seat. 

‘So of course I bent over the 
school desk, which was one of those 
old all-in-one jobs with the seat 
attached, which is quite high, and he 
was fussing about my legs being 
straight, and how I was holding onto 
the desk, like he was arranging a 
photograph or something. I told you 
I was wearing a bikini, didn’t I sir?’ 
she asked. 

“Yes, yes you did.’ 

“Well, by the time I was bent 
right over the desk there wasn’t a 
great deal of material left to cover 
the famous Hammond bottom, which 
obviously suited Mr Lamont as the 
decks were almost clear for action. 
Then the old bugger...Sorry, sir!’ 

‘That’s all right.’ 

‘The he pops his fingers into 
either side of the bikini pants where 
they cover my backside and cool-as- 
you-please lifts them up so the whole 
lot’s bare! Can you imagine? I mean, 
I was used to Cookie taking the old 
knicks down for a spanking, but it’s a 
bit much at sixteen to have some 
bloke about to whack you with a 
strap with no protection. I blame 
mummy for not letting me change 


first. Then he asks me how old I am, 
and announces he’s going to give me 
one stroke for every two years of age 
and that I’m not to get up until I’m 
told. Then he strapped me. Real 
slow. And real hard, too. Wow, that 
belt stung like crazy. My backside 
was red for about two days, and the 
welts were there for over a week.’ 

‘I can imagine’ I said, coughing 
softly, ‘Eight strokes, you say. 
That’s pretty hard.’ Melissa nodded. 

‘After that, mummy arranged to 
have Cookie’s hairbrush left in the 
schoolroom in case he needed to 
‘deal with me’ again: she actually 
told him he could spank me if he 
thought I required it. I never told her 
he’d used his belt that time. I don’t 
know what she thought he’d used: 
probably just his hand, which is why 
she told me not to change first. 
Figured the bikini pants would be 
decent but not give a great deal of 
protection. She was right. They 
didn’t give any’ she laughed. 

‘Mr Lamont announced very 
solemnly at the next tutorial that my 
mother had given him the authority 
to ‘deal with me’ and that she had 
been kind enough to supply a 
suitable implement, then he hung 
the bloody thing by the blackboard 
so I could always see it. Anyway, he 
never got the chance to try it out on 
me, but I think he used it on my 


younger sister Becky once. She 
never said anything, but was her 
bottom red one evening! And I knew 
she’d had a bad tutorial by how 
grumpy she was. Anyway, enough 
about French tutors. Oh, sorry, sir!’ 

She sat there smiling sweetly, 
the fading light catching the fair hair 
and producing a glow round the edge 
of her face as she sat in the car. 

‘Melissa,’ I began. 

“Yes, sir.” 

‘I’m sorry that you have been on 
the receiving end of such a 
strapping, but it certainly seemed to 
have the desired effect.’ 

‘It did, sir. Never got whacked 
for languages again, anyway. Now it 
seems like the cane, which will be a 
first for me. Karen told me it’s like 
having a brand applied to your 
bottom: red-hot for a moment, then 
it really stings. Not like the strap, 
which gives you a sting right away. 
I'd be happier if I got the strap 
again, frankly: at least I know what 
to expect. Or the slipper.’ 

“Well, I don’t want to see you 
caned, either, Melissa, but you will 
have to be punished. I could deal 
with you myself, but that couldn’t be 
an official punishment.’ I continued, 
realising I was on dangerous ground. 

‘Of course not, sir. But you 
wouldn’t report me, then, if you 
‘dealt with me’ as you say? What 


would I get instead, sir?’ 

“Well, you did say you’d be 
happier with the strap, so that would 
seem a reasonable alternative.’ 

‘So if I take the strap, that’s it 
then?’ 

‘That’s it,’ I smiled. 

‘OK then, I’ll take the strap,*she 
said with a slight shrug as if the 
matter was of little importance, 
‘when do] get it, sir?’ 

‘Right now.’ 

“What, here in the car?’ 

‘No, no, back in my rooms in the 
annexe above the science block,’ I 
laughed. She giggled too. This 
affable youngster was not only very 
attractive, but highly personable as 
well. 

‘Another roasting for the 
Hammond bottom, then, sir?’ 

‘A well-deserved _ roasting, 
Melissa,’ I countered. 

‘I suppose you’re going to whack 
me pretty hard, sir?’ she asked as I 
started the car and drove back along 
the lanes to the isolated school. 

‘Hard enough to make it hurt, 
Melissa. You’re not a child, and you 
should be able to take a proper 
whacking if you deserve it — 
especially now you’re 17!’ 

‘My last French tutor made it 
hurt all right. Oh well, c'est la vie, as 
they say,’ and we both laughed 
loudly. 
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It seemed that she’d come every 
day since thé holidays began. 
Walking down across the meadow in 
the afternoon sun or dodging the 
potholes in the lane on her bike after 
tea, leaning on the gate of the 
paddock and watching Tregowan 
Evergreen being led out for exercise 
and cantered and galloped around 
the field. She brought sugar or a 
carrot or an apple and the horse had 
got to know her, wanting to walk 
across to the gate for the tit-bit when 
exercise was over. 

He’d got to know her as well, had 
got used to seeing her bicycle 
propped against the fence and her 
sun-bleached hair catching the light. 
Her long legs and her tight little bum 
in faded jeans or snug shorts. She’d 
been coming for a week, a week of 
polite ‘Hello’s’ and ‘How’s Ever- 
green’ before she’d asked — not 
really asked, knowing the answer 
would be ‘No’, more like just said it, 
let it pop out, as if she’d simply had 
to say it or burst. 

‘T’d love-to ride him, Mr Walters 
—I’d just Jove to!’ She said it with a 
little smile, then bitten her lip, as 
though she’d regretted letting the 
thought out; but he’d known, of 
course, all along. 

‘Ic’n ride, Mr Walter’s —Ic’n 
ride very well, some people say.’ 

He’d seen her at gymkhana’s, 
fair hair pinned up under her hard 
hat, tight-buttoned jacket, young 
bottom bobbing in close-fit jodhpurs, 
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spinning her pony on sixpences and 
putting him at fences full tilt, her 
pretty face determined, her eyes 
bright and heels kicking on, full of 
nerve. He'd seen her behind the 
marquee, tears on her cheeks when 
she'd come second instead of first, 
but it hadn't been self-pity, just 
want-to-win frustration. 

‘No’, he'd said, and said it again 
when she'd asked the second time, 
but she'd still come everyday, until 
he'd asked if she'd like to earn some 
pocket: money, mucking-out and 
grooming. and she'd jumped at the 
chance to work near Evergreen.- 
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She’d_ arrived on her bike the first 
morning at seven o’clock, an hour 
before anyone else was about, her 
face so bright and full of excitement 
you’d have thought she’d been 
selected for the Olympic team. 

And she’d worked hard, and he’d 
let her curry-comb Evergreen and 
she’d just stood and looked when 
she’d finished and said, in a quiet 
but utterly determined voice, that 


she just had to ride him, and in a 
competition, or she’d simply die! 
He’d told her about his plans for 
the horse; county shows and small 
events, and schooling, schooling, 
schooling, and then next year he’d 
try him out against better competi- 


tion and work with him and build 
him up into a really good horse *- and 
then, the following year, the chance 
might come. He wouldn’t take any 
offers, and there would be 
offers; he’d just keep on, working 
and schooling, until Evergreen was 


right — and then there’d be no 
stopping them. 

She’d listened and looked up at 
him and asked all the right 
questions, except the one thing she 
really wanted to ask, and he’d seen it 
in her eyes and pretended he hadn't. 
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and she'd put her hands deep in the 
pockets of her jeans and listened, 
hung on every word. He'd talked 
Fel ooyuu acres b exettcvea bo) bboveme-tatedme Cereb (ota leyeny 
and they'd walked around the 
paddock until the sun went down, 
her cheeks pinks with fresh air and 


her young hips lilting saucily from 
side to side, and he’d said that 
anyone who would ride Evergreen 
would have to be really special, not 
just good. Not just ‘good, some 
people say’. 

She'd made a little-girl face. ‘I'd 
be willing to learn, Mr Walters — I'd 
work so. hard!’ and _— he'd 
said that the learning might be a 
painful process, knowing what he 
meant, and she'd said it wouldn't 
matter, not at all, if she could even 


be considered ‘as a possible to ride 
Evergreen in a big competition. And 
he'd walked along beside her in the 
grass and put his arm about her 
slender waist for a moment then 
patted her firm young bottom and’ 
said, ‘OK’. 

It had been one of those long, hot 
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August days — hardly any wind and 
the sun beating down. In the barn it 
was humid and warm and Charlotte 
was absorbed in the task of tidying 
up the floor: He'd stood in the 
doorway and watched her, stooping, 
bending, standing with her weight 
on one leg and brushing her hair 
from her face with the back of her 
hand — he'd watched her, the 
tightening of her rolled up shorts 
around her bottom, the creases 
pulling up between her buttocks, the 
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strong, tight muscles at the backs of 
her legs. He'd felt ‘in charge’ of the 
situation, and in charge of her. ‘No 
_knickers’ he'd said, and smiled as 
she'd turned, surprised, top lip 
bloomed with perspiration. 
‘P-pardon?’ she'd said, 
confused. ° 

‘I noticed — you.don’t seem to be 
wearing knickers — under your 
shorts’. ; 
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apologised. ‘Un j 

she'd said. ‘It just seemed cooler 
this way —’ 

Her nipples pushed soft little 
peas in her blouse, knotted high 
under her breasts. She looked 
embarrassed, but her eyes met his 
still, wide and blue. 

‘Don't mind —’ he'd said. ‘Wear 
what you like. Make it easier, 
nywa “ae O ea D. a-SLOO 


‘Um — make what easier?’ she’d 
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‘Come here —’ He’d patted his 
knee. She’d come warily, standing in 
fron t of him with her bare midriff on 
a level with his eyes and the swell of 
her pubes plump and sweet and 
accentuated by the pull of creases 
across the tops of her legs. ‘Self- 
discipline is everything’. 
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‘She'd nodded — he’d’said that _ 


; smonstrate  self- « 
hen you leave a saddle 
and a bridle uncleaned.’ | 
‘| — I was going to’do it — when 
‘I'd finished here’. Her thighs had 
‘been pressed together, childishly, a 
ttle keyhole of sunlight between the 
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The toggle at the waist of her 
shorts needed only a tug for the bow 
to come undone. She'd stood still but 
trembly as her shorts came down, 
the warm scent of girl-sweat close to 
his nostrils; her thighs had pressed 
closer as he'd ignored her muted, 
respectful ‘Please — please don’t-’, 
and her hands had moved to cover 
her pubic hair — moved, but had 


held back, a little gesture of 
submission that had told the whole 
story; Charlotte would get her 
bottom smacked and cry, perhaps, 
and bleat in protest, but she would 
accept it, for whatever reason. He’d 
not bothered, then, about leading 
her into it; once across his lap she'd 
gasped a little ‘Ooo-Please!’ but 
he’d taken her hands and held them 


firmly behind her back and slapped 
the bare satin skin of her legs until 
she would lift her bottom up and — 
stick it out, as she was told to do. 
She didn’t cry, not for a long — 






token of feminine surrender. If she 
went, then she went — if she stayed 
she would do so on the intuitive 
understanding that she would be 
spanked again, knowing that she 
was giving him the upper hand, and 
that knowing of hers would be 
precious to him, the knowing yet still 
staying. 


He’d spanked her, firmly and 
without sympathy for her pathetic 
gasps and snatches of her buttocks 
away from his descending palm, and 
she’d hung on, her breath panting 
between defiantly compressed lips, 
her body tense, her thigh muscles 
taut, her toes digging into the floor. 
Her fingers clutched at his, her 


wrists turning in his grasp, trying to 
pull away, but he sensed that it was 
the being held there across his lap 
that made her do it — not so much 
that she would have scrambled off 
his lap if she could have. 

Her bottom had heated up, 
growing rosy and twitchy and 
squeezy-cheeked, and her knees 











began to pull in under his legs, jerky 
snatches after the harder spanks. 
She tossed her head and gasped 
little meaningless sounds. which 
meant, takén together, that her 
brave efforts not to burst into tears 
were costing her dear. 
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Leaving her bottom to toast in the 
heat he’d spanked into it, he’d 
slapped down the backs of her 
thighs, harder even than he’d 
smacked her bottom, and she’d 
begun to kick, not the kind of let-me- 
go kicks that might have been 





expected but spasmodi 
thrusts of her legs 
thumpings of the toes of her boots 
against the floor. Her hips wrigsled 
frantically, kicking and wriggling 
becoming two parts of the same 
thing, while her wrists tugged and 





twisted in near panic. Her breaths 
were becoming uneven, frantic 
gasps in-between mewing, won't cry 
sounds. 

But she would cry. Her bottom 
had swerved vigorously across his 
lap as he smacked her trembly bum- 


cheeks again, and several more 
spanks had her splutting between 
gasps, then gasping between gulps 
and ‘Blubs’ and ‘blooo-ooops’, legs 
tight and quivery, toes braced for all 
she was worth against the floor. 
And then, all at once, half a dozen 


* e 
sobs, blubbered out together, shut 
off by a breath-holding refusal to let 
him make ker cry before the sobs 
came again, suddenly loud and 
sounding very helpless, and then she 
couldn’t help it anymore and she was 
all tears and great gasping sobs and 
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squirmy bottomness. 

After that he spanked her thighs 
again, still as hard as before, and 
she tucked her legs in under his and 
gulped a deep breath and tried to 
control her sobbing, but the sounds 
of her distress wouldn’t be bottled 
up any longer and fresh spanks on 
her wriggling buttocks demonstrated 
that fact to her, brave as she was, 
and finally, with a last frenzied 
twisting of her wrists in his hands, 








she had to give way, to give in. 

Then she blubbered — really 
blubbered, and she half gave up her 
struggling too, squirming her bum 
after each spank but lying almost 
quiet between, all the expression of 
her humiliation going into her 
hopeless weeping and — eventually 
— snotty, spluttering, in-between- 


sobbing pleas for ‘N-no more — 
please — no more!’ 

He didn’t let her pull her shorts 
up; instead he made her sta ith 
her face turned away 
should be able to 
weeping, which took 
minutes. Then he _ lect 
making her face him a 





earing the barn naked from 

waist down. She’d come and 

asked for her shorts, humiliated 

blushes suffusing her tear-streaked 

mn cheeks, and he’d let her have them, 

incongrous we mgto _ and told her that tomorrow there 

ee We ie tabert ae lOfts@way, after would be: the first of her riding 
tf €rco lessons. 

‘Riding lessons everyday from 
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now on’, he’d said, and let her see 
the cane hanging behind the door, 
not telling her that it was for her 
bottom but letting her realise it for 
herself. 

‘And I think you’d better ask 
your mother if you can move into the 
house — this house — at weekends 

















from now on. There’s no time to 
waste if we’re going to get you ready 
for next year.’ 

‘No,’ she’d said, meaning that 
there was indeed no time to spare, 
and ‘Y-yes — I will’ meaning that 
she’d ask her mum that very 
evening. 








Mr Bransby Harcourt, Head- 
master of St. Bardolph’s Finishing 
School for Girls, picked up the letter 
which had arrived on his desk that 
morning and re-read it with interest. 
As he did so he fingered his small 
moustache — something he usually 


did when he was rather agitated, | 


either pleasantly or unpleasantly. On 
this occasion, there was no doubt as 
to which! 

The letter was on rather feminine 
light-blue paper with a _ heavily 
embossed address. It not only gave 
off a whiff of scent but of money too. 
It went as follows: 


Dear Mr Harcourt, 

Your reputation has gone 
before you. My very dear friend 
Mrs Clarissa Ponting sent her 
daughter to your Establishment 
and she has assured me that, as a 
teacher of girls in their late teens, 
you hold few equals. By teacher, 
she informed me, that she meant 
not only in academic subjects but 
in the matter of manners. 

It is the latter which concerns 
me most as far as my own 
Daughter Belinda is concerned. 
She has brains but her general 
attitude to life is, in my view, quite 
appalling. Like so many young 
girls today, she seems to resent 
parental guidance and thinks, 
because she has now reached the 
age of 17, she can act more or less 
as she pleases. 

I am afraid I will not tolerate 
this and, accordingly, have 
decided to send her to your 
Establishment until she has 
reached the age of 18, in the hope 
that she will return as polite, well- 


mannered and respectful as Mrs 
Ponting’s daughter did. 

I understand that your School 
is small — not more than twenty 
pupils — and that you and your 
assistant Mrs Wexford are solely 
concerned with their upbringing. 
This I find admirable for it does 
mean you can give close personal 
attention to detail. 

Mrs Ponting also informed me 
that, as your Establishment is in 
Scotland, in matters of discipline it 
follows the tradition of that robust 
country. That is to say, when all 
else fails, corporal punishment is 
employed. I have no objection to 
this as far as Belinda is concerned 
— in fact, in my view, it might do 
her a power of good. 

. As advised by Mrs Ponting, I am 
enclosing a signed document to 
this effect. 

Belinda will be arriving at the 
beginning of the Autumn Term on 
September 8th. 

If you require any further 
information as to _ Belinda’s 
previous education, please do not 
hesitate to telephone me. 

Yours sincerely, 
Georgina Hurst (Mrs) 


Barnsby Harcourt picked up the 
slip of paper which had come with 
the letter. Though the letter was 
eminently satisfactory, this little 
document was even more so. It 
stated: 

I, Mrs Georgina Hurst, do give 
permission to Mr Bransby Har- 
court, or his agents, to employ 
corporal punishment upon my 
daughter, Belinda, if and when it 
is ever deemed necessary. 


I absolve him from responsi- 
bility for any consequences arising 
taking this upon myself in view of 
the declaration Iam now making. 

Georgina Hurst (Mrs) 


The Headmaster of the finishing 
school stopped fingering his 
moustache and tapped the desk 
instead. He saw no need to ring up 
Mrs Hurst. The letter and 
accompanying document gave him 
all he needed to cope with this 
Belinda. Her previous education was 
of no importance for shortly a 
different kind of schooling was about 
to begin. 

He well recalled Mrs Ponting’s 
daughter, who had left some six 
months previously. She had been 
quite a handful when she’d arrived 
but it hadn’t been long before she’d 
settled down nicely, like all the rest. 
And, when she left she had been a 
far more pleasing individual than the 
cheeky, wilful creature who had 
arrived. It seemed that this Mrs 
Hurst’s daughter was in a similar 
mould. Well, so be it. She would be 
handled in a similar way. 

Bransby Harcourt looked out of 
the tall mullioned window of his 
study. It gave him a magnificent 
view of misty-purple mountains — 
the Highlands he loved so much. He 
never minded the remoteness. There 
were plenty of compensations. He 
was smiling faintly without knowing 
it. Single, approaching middle age, 
Bransby Harcourt was a man well 
content. 

‘Mrs Hurst’s daughter has 
arrived,’ said Mrs Wexford. Two 
weeks had passed and the Autumn 
Term was just beginning. ‘Though 
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she says her name is Belinda 
Callingham. Seems a rather forward 
young Madam.’ 

‘Indeed, Mrs Wexford?’ The 
Head of St. Bardolph’s was 
delighted to hear it, though he didn’t 
say so. There was no need. Long 
ago, Mrs Wexford had been able to 
read him like a book. What was 
more, she was fully in agreement — 
and co-operative — in all that went 
on at the school. ‘Send her up, would 
you please?’ 

‘Right away,’ said the lean, grey- 
haired woman. She wore a pince-nez 
which added to the severity of her 
disagreeable appearance. Bransby 
Harcourt began to finger his 
moustache. 

The girl who came into his study 
a minute or so later was pleasant of 
features and physically well-formed 
for one of her tender years. There 
was an air of youthful confidence 
about her. 

‘My...this is a gloomy place,’ she 
said, plumping herself down on an 
armchair before the desk. Bransby 
signed for his assistant to leave. 

‘That, young lady, is a matter of 
opinion,’ he said. ‘And you do not sit 
down in my study until you receive 
permission.’ 

‘Good Lord, what is this place? A 
military H.Q. or something?’ 
demanded Belinda, eyes flashing. 
Though Mrs Hurst had stated she 
was her daughter she was, in fact, 
her step-daughter. 

‘It is a Finishing School,’ replied 
Bransby solemnly. ‘Where young 
ladies are taught some manners. 
Something you very evidently have 
not got.’ He noted that the girl had 
not got out of the chair. 

Belinda gave a little snort. 
‘Mother said I might not altogether 
_ like it here,’ she said in an uncon- 
cerned way, ‘and I’m already 
beginning to think she was right.’ 

‘Possibly,’ said Bransby, 
mocking sympathy in his voice. ‘This 
will make you think she was even 
more right.’ He handed over the 
short document which Mrs Hurst 
had signed. Then waited. The 
variety of expressions which passed 
over that young face was fascinating 
to see. Her mouth opened and 
closed, her eyes were wide. 

‘Is...is this some...some kind of 
joke?’ demanded Belinda, able to 
get words out at las 
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ly. ‘Perhaps you would like to 
hone her.’ he said, indicating 
eceiver on his desk. 
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Belinda looked bewildered, no 
doubt realising that the offer of a 
phone call would not have been 
made unless the document and its 
signature were not genuine. It had 
quite taken the wind out of her sails. 
Cold little tentacles seemed to grip 
her heart. It occurred to her it might 
be wiser to stand, ready for flight, 
perhaps; she wasn’t sure why. The 
Headmaster took it as a mark of 
respect, however. 

‘That’s better,” nodded Mr 
Harcourt. ‘In future, you will always 
address me as ‘Sir’ and Mrs 


Wexford as ‘Madam’. Clear, 
Belinda?’ 
“Y-yes...Sir...” came a faltering 


answer. In a matter of minutes, 
Belinda had shed a good deal of that 
over-confidence she’d had on 
arrival. 

How could Mother ever have 
agreed to such a thing? It was quite, 
quite appalling! 

‘Mrs Wexford will show you to 
your dormitory,’ the Headmaster 
was saying, ‘and give you your 
uniform...’ 

‘Uniform!’ Belinda sounded 
indignant. This was supposed to be a 
Finishing School — and she had fully 
expected to wear her own clothes. 
Have her own room, too, and not 
sleep in a dormitory. 

‘Bransby’s eyebrows went up. 
‘Have you forgotten so _ soon, 
Belinda?’ he asked mildly. 

For a moment, Belinda looked 
puzzled. ‘Oh...Sir...2 she said 
lamely. 

“Yes...uniform...’ continued 
Bransby. ‘All our young ladies wear 
it. After you have changed, you will 
have supper and take an early night. 
You will report to me here, in this 
Study, at nine thirty tomorrow 
morning. Sharp.’ 

Belinda felt more like twelve than 
seventeen. A protest rose to her lips 
but she suppressed it. Better see 
how the land lay first before she 
started anything. That note she had 
seen had quite unnerved her. 

‘You may go, Belinda,’ the 
Headmaster was saying. 

Feeling small and somehow 
defeated, Belinda slipped from that 
sombre room. 

The girl who came in to the Head 
of St. Bardolph’s study the following 
morning was much changed from 
she who had entered the previous 
afternoon. Both in manner and 
appearance. 

The “cocky self-confidence was 
gone; for Belinda had had several 
brief but frightening chats with some 


of the girls in her dorm. It seemed 


(how incredible!) that it was a 


__ saw Belinda’s 


commonplace! Mrs Wexford was 
wont to use a Scottish tawse, while 
the Head wielded a cane. And it was 
used on the bare! (Even more 
incredible!). Little wonder then that 
Belinda was much subdued and very 
apprehensive when she came before 
her new Headmaster that morning. 

In appearance she was quite 
changed, too. No longer the smart 
dress and Gucchi shoes purchased 
from Peter Jones. Now she wore a 
simple and traditional schoolgirl’s 
uniform of white blouse»and black 
gym slip, white ankle socks and 
black, flat-heeled shoes. Underneath 
was a plain white brassiere and a 
pair of thin, tight-fitting cotton 
knickers. Few outfits could have 
been more. basic. Or more 
humiliating for a girl who considered 
herself an adult already. 

Mr Harcourt was well aware of 
this feeling of humiliation. That was 
why he made all his girls wear this 
uniform. It was all part of his strict 
disciplinary regime. He was also 
very aware of how well displayed 
were Belinda’s limbs under the 
short-length, pleated skirt. That her 
legs were long and shapely was more 
apparent than had been the case 
yesterday. 

‘Mrs Wexford has given you a 
copy of the School Rules, Belinda?’ 
came the first question. 

“Y-yes...er...yes, Sir...’ 

“Have you learnt them yet?’ 

‘Not yet, Sir. I...] haven’t had 
much opportunity.” How very much 
like a young kid she felt again! How 
abominable it was! But what could 
she do about it! 

‘Learn them as soon as possible, 
Belinda. Your knowledge will soon 
be put to the test.’ She didn’t like 
the sound of that. The Headmaster 
fingered his moustache. The Study 
seemed heavy with menace and she 
realised that he was watching her 
soft breast-mounds rise and fall. A 
nerve in her leg twitched. The Head- 
master cleared his throat. 

‘Now, Belinda, I have to inform 
you of something. It is a tradition of 
St. Bardolph’s. Here we call it an 
‘Introduction’. It is something all our 
girls go through. Have gone 
through.’ Bransby paused a while 
and looked out of the window, 
though aware of the girl’s anxious 
hanging on his next words. He 


turned back. ‘They have somethinga _ 


little like it in American Colleges. _ 
‘Initiations’, I think the : 
there. A girl can’t 
Sorority unless : 
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ment was employed at the School 


Worse than that, though, it was not 
_ something rare. 
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Belinda’s reasts were rising and 


falling even faster; her eyes were 
ever wider and more fearful. Could 
this possibly be true, they asked! 

‘T...er...1 d-don’t know wh-what 
you m-mean...’ stammered Belinda. 

‘Don’t you, young lady?’ replied 
Bransby, raising his eyebrows 
disbelievingly. ‘Then I shall make it 
crystal clear to you. I am going to 
give you a good caning. That is what 
an ‘Introduction’ means at St. 
Bardolph’s.’ 

‘O-Ohhh...oh...you can’t mean 
it! You can’t...I...I...haven’t d-done 
anything...’ came the anguished cry. 

“You don’t have to do anything, 
Belinda,’ said Bransby calmly. 
‘This, as I say, is a_ tradition. 
Something to make you fully aware 
of what lies in store for you in future 
if you do not behave yourself.’ 

‘Please...please...no...I’ll be 
g-good...I’ll behave m-myself...I 
will...I promise...’ 

Mr Harcourt shook his head. 

‘There’s no getting out of it, 
Belinda. Best to get it over with and 
not make too much fuss about it.” He 
paused again. ‘In my opinion, from 
what I’ve heard of your past 
behaviour, this ‘Introduction’ is not 
altogether untimely, nor 
undeserved.’ He stood up. ‘Follow 
me... 
Belinda remained rooted to the 
spot. Then she stamped her foot. ‘I 
won’t...I won’t!’ It was almost a 
screech. ‘You can’t make me! I 
won’t...l won’t!’ 

Mr Harcourt turned. He was 
quite unruffled...for this scene was 
most familiar to him. He gave the 
gown a hitch about his shoulders. 
‘There is an alternative, Belinda,’ he 
said. 

The girl looked suddenly less 
tense. ‘Well...!’m glad about that!’ 
she said nervously. 

‘I shouldn’t be so _ sure,’ 
continued Bransby with a faint 
smile. ‘You see, it’s this. If you do 
not follow me up to the room where I 
am going to give you your ‘Introduc- 
tion’, I shall summon Mrs Wexford. 
Then, together, we shall take you to 
our Assembly Hall. There, with your 
knickers removed, you will be caned 
before the whole School. What is 
more, you will get a far more severe 
caning than the one I have in mind 
for you at the moment.’ 

Belinda blanched dead white; a 
_ hand covered her trembly lips. There 
was no doubt these words were not 
spoken as a bluff. They were meant. 
Really meant! She found herself 
trembling uncontrollably; her legs 
felt as if they were filled with jelly. 
Am I going to faint, she wondered? 
‘Follow me,’ said Mr Harcourt 
again. 

Belinda followed. 
The room in which Mr Harcourt 
customarily carried out an ‘Intro- 


duction’ - and other punishments - 
at St Bardolph’s was a large and 
light, with a vaulted roof. Heavy 
arched beams gave it something 
of the appearance of a church or 
chapel. However, the ceremonies 
carried out there were certainly not 
of a sacred nature! It’s walls were 
thick and it was one of the highest 
rooms in the Building; a girl’s cries 
had to be loud indeed to be heard 
outside that lofty hall! 

Having ushered in his newest 
pupil, tHe Headmaster locked a 
substantial oaken door. Then he 
turned, looking stern. ‘I warned you, 
Belinda, what would happen if you 
did not follow me. That will also 
happen if you do not now carry 
out my instructions. I want that 
absolutely clear. Believe me, I do not 
make threats lightly, so I strongly 
advise you to be sensible and to 
get this essential matter over with- 
out a lot of fuss and nonsense.’ He 
saw that the girl before him was 
shivering. Not surprising. She would 
never have been caned in her life 
before. Well, all that was about to 
change. 

‘O-Oh...Mother...how _—_c-could 
you...’ came a choking whisper. The 
Headmaster remained unmoved. 

‘Belinda,’ he said, ‘You will now 
remove everything save your 
knickers. You may retain those for 
the time being.’ 

He heard the shocked gasp as 
he went to fetch the cane which 
lay on one of the wooden tables 
at the far side of the room. 
Neither would she ever have had 
to take her clothes off in front of 
an unknown, middle-aged man, he 
reflected. Still, she would - she 
would. They all did. Well, all, but 
one and that was sometime ago, and 
she had indeed been taken down to 
the Hall for the caning she deserved. 
It had become part of St Bardolph’s 
history. 

The cane was not a normal school 
cane. It was short and slim and 
made of whalebone, which was 
hard but flexible. Bransby preferred 
it because it was not as severe or 
damaging as willow cane. Thus it 
could be applied with greater 
frequency. For Mr Harcourt was not 
a sadist; he did not wish to be brutal; 
it was simply that he enjoyed 
having some shapley young Miss 
present her bare bottom to him for 
the attention of his cane - again 
and again and again. It was that act 
of submission rather than the 
punishment which followed that was 
such a joy to him. 

When he turned back, Belinda 
had removed only her shoes and 
socks. ‘Take off that slip, girl!’ 
he ordered sharply... and laid the 
slim whalebone across the back of 
her thighs. Belinda shrieked, then 


frantically pulled the gym-slip up 
over her head. Now she was down to 
bra and panties. Mmmmm... a most 
delightful young figure, with a 
bottom plump with promise. 

‘P-Please... must I?’ Belinda 
had her arms crossed in front 
of her. 

‘Take off that bra.,’ rapped Mr 
Harcourt - this time he laid the 
Whalebone across the girl’s bottom. 
Over her knickers. It made her 
squeal again. A thin, pink, twin- 
tracked weal had been raised. 
Nothing too serious. But there was 
no doubt it stung. Off came the white 
bra. Yes, yes, a charming pair of 
breasts. In another year or so they 
would be more charming still. 

‘Up on the table!’ 

“Wh-Why... why! Belinda got 
another stinging cut across her 
bottom. 

“Because that’s where I’m going 
to cane you,’ explained Mr Harcourt. 
He smiled as the girl scrambled 
up but he knew she wouldn’t 
stay there long. She wouldn’t be 
able to; she was too inexperienced. 
It didn’t matter. There were all sorts 
of places and positions in which he 
could cane her in that room, and 
he had plenty of time to do it in. He 
lifted his arm - the slim rod bit twice 
almost before Belinda had got on to 
the table. Instantly she twisted off it, 
clasping at her bottom. ‘Oh no... 
NOO...000...7 ; 

Wheepppttt... whheepptt... 

This time across the thighs 
again. The girl twisted to the floor, 
squirming, hands now transferring 
to her thighs. Mr Harcourt laid the 
whalebone across her bottom again. 

Owww... OOWWW... oooh... 
stop it... stop it... pleee... eeease...’ 

The Headmaster was in _ his 
element. A first caning was always 
something extra special. ‘Stop it?’ 
he said incredulously. ‘My dear 
young lady... I’ve only just begun!’ 


Belinda’s first caning took some 
considerable while. At long last it 
ended, with the girl gulping, 
weeping and much chastened. 

‘Now you know what to expect if 
you don’t behave here, Belinda,’ he 
said, looking down at the girl 
sobbing at his feet, who didn’t know 
where to put her pressing palms 
next, sO numerous were the thin, 
criss-crossing stripes around her 
buttocks and thighs. 

‘Oooooohhkh... I w-want to go... 
home...’ moaned Belinda. 

‘I’m afraid not, my dear young 
lady,’ sighed Mr Harcourt. ‘Your 
dear step-mother has paid fees in 
advance for another nine months... 
and I am sure she is not the 
type of woman to waste money.’ 

Belinda was sure of that too... 
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In several issues of Blushes we 
have published stories centred 
around that ideal focus of attention 
for the spanker of girls’ bottoms, the 
school detention room. 

Considering, then, what the 
subject matter should be for the new 
[and possibly the last] Blushes video 
__ forthcoming legislation in respect 
of official censorship of all new 


videos may make it impracticable to 
market videos of certain types after 
September __ we decided to take the 
best bits of three of our detention 
room stories and combine them in 
this 90 minute video. 

Extracts from these stories are 
republished here to give the flavour 
of ‘The Detention Room’ together 
with photographs taken at the time 
of shooting whilst the girls’ bottoms 
are still___ quite literally __ smarting 
from the application of palm and 
cane! 

If you'd like to see ‘The 
Detention Room’ or any others of the 
Blushes titles on your own T.V., 
don’t leave it too long before you 
order __ governmental policy may 
render them unobtainable anywhere 
after September! 
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Fifty times; ‘I must treat my 
teacher with respect’. Chalk scratch- 
ibetemmeye Wm eet-1aamo){-(olsamof-Thelmkoye lll o)t-lole 
board fixed to the front wall of an 
empty classroom; empty, that is, but 
for the writer and the begowned 
figures of he who has inflicted this 
imposition upon the unfortunate at 
the blackboard. 

Treat-my-teachers. The girl’s 
fingers are dusted with chalk and 
there are specks of white down the 
front of her grey cardigan. Her 
blouse, longer than the cardigar 
edges it with white, both gar~ 
rucked up to waist lev-' 
respect. Plumped out ~ 
below the white be~ 
streaked with | 
fullness of - 


~e is a picture of not 
-4 to. Her hands clutch at her 
vuse and cardigan and pull them 
up in a fraction and she makes 
herself stand between his legs as he 
half-sits, half-leans on a desk in the 
front row. Her thighs brush then 
press against the inside of his left 
leg; he puts a hand in the hollow of 
her back and coaxes her into bending 
forward a little. Her bottom pushes 
out saucily behind the knickers 
tightening around the shapeliness 
beneath. Rosy-hued fingers, each 
about an inch wide where the 
individual ruler marks can be seen, 
spread in a fanned-out swathe across 
the unknickered underbits of her 
bum and impinge too on the pale 
beige skin of the backs of her thighs, 
close up under the buttocks. Sixteen 
strokes all told, but half of that 
number hidden under the pants; the 
seventeenth about to be delivered. 
‘Ooooooghhhoooo!’ Her bum 
jerks forward a fraction of a second 
after the heavy, eighteen inch ruler 
impacts on her knickers and part- 
lox-Va-M ol eoMMAUAVteeColbiar-M-1c-r-Tehptelem et-vare! 
against her tummy, nudging up 
close under her breasts, she might 
have fallen across that left leg. As it 
is she just about keeps her balance; 
her hands squeeze frantically at her 








bottom, fresh chalky streaks adding 
to the finger marks already there on 
her knickers, except that a stripe has 
now been spanked across the chalk 
dusted pants which the new fi- 
marks only partly occlude. * 
white powder raised in 
by that last stroke 
knickers and 
trouser lec- 

‘Ri- 4 


.e next 
1oud. Fault 
-vitably. Her 
ywn and she too was 
she was sobbing 


-o took her turn across her desk, 
oottom strapped until she had been 
introduced in no uncertain terms to 
the implement which was going to 
measure out the remaining hour and 
a half. 

The strappings concluded, and 
two of the girls still weeping noisily, 
Mr Howell returned to his desk 
distinctly breathless. 

With the sound of weeping 
fading gradually, the class stood 
beside their desks — fidgety, 
nervous, one girl rubbing at her 
bottom under her skirt, while the 
history teacher regained his breath 
sufficiently to announce that there 
would now be a quiz, the subject 
being history, of course. 

An auburn-haired girl in the front 
row was directed to bend over her 
desk again, and arrange herself with 
her skirt rolled neatly to her waist 
and her knickers halfway down her 
thighs. Having done as she was told 
in a jittery muddle of trembling 
fingers and jellified knees, with her 
strapped bottom looming round and 
rosy behind her, she spluttered into 
tears, not knowing what she had 
done this time but certain that she 
wouldn’t be on her tummy across the 
desk again if that strap wasn’t going 
to revisit the tender places it had 
already attended to. 

‘Now then — each of you will do 
precisely as this girl has done’. 

With sideways looks, mystified, 
dubious, knowing that whatever was 
about to happen it was likely to be 
painful, the six girls still standing 
fiddled with their clothes, slipped 































their knickers down, shuffled into 
position across their own desks and 
kept their eyes on the strap as Mr 
Jes Cont Z-40 coe) sen tan tam obtcMot-taremr-tevomel-ter-tn) 
to patrol along the rows and down 
the aisles. 


‘Pat — pat — splatt’ The sound 
of leather against palm set several 
bottoms twitching as their owners 
felt the passage of Mr Howell and 
his strap behind them, in their blind 
spots. The pacing finally stopped, 











directly behind the auburn-haired 
girl, and the playful splatt! of the 
strap across her heated buttocks 
made her whimper faintly in dread 
anticipation. 

‘Battle of Hastings — when was 
it, girl?’ 

‘Um — ten sixty six, sir’ she 
gasped, hands sneaking along her 
flanks as though she wanted to cover 
her nakedness but didn’t quite dare 
ioe (oon 

‘Yes. You see — it’s easy, isn’t 
it.’ He strolled in a leisurely fashion 


to the next girl, with her bottom up- 


thrust, head down, eyes watching 
his feet as he stopped behind her. 

‘Battle of Trafalgar?’ 

‘Um — er —’ 

‘Eighteen — what?’ 

‘Eighteen — um — ten, sir?’ 

Whack! The girl squealed as the 
strap smacked firmly across both of 
her bum-cheeks. 

‘Oh five, miss. Eighteen oh five.’ 
Whack! ‘Got it?’ 

‘Ooogh — oooh — y-yes sir — 
eighteen oh five, sir.’ 

Ves (=e oo) au Fuad (-MoLolacoyooM-evkU-se-te MrT 
the strap was laid thoughtfully 
across its twin rotundities. 

‘One — eight — oh — five. Now 
then, what does one and eight and 
zero and five add up to, hmm?’ 

‘Er — eight, fivé — oh, and one 
— um — f-fourteen sir?’ 

‘Correct’. And slowly, deliber- 
ately, the strap applied fourteen 
strokes, solid whacks each one, 
while the girl’s bottom jumped and 
swivelled and her hips bounced up 
from the desk with each stroke. 

Fourteen fresh strokes, overlying 
the dozen or so she had already been 
given for the inadequacy of her 
essay, was enough to have the 
wretched girl in a frenzy of weeping 
before even half the punishment had 
been given her. 

When it was complete, after she 
had been ordered and eventually 
pushed back over her desk several 
times when the smart in her bottom 
had made her jerk to her feet, she 
couldn’t help but stand up again, 
doing a little dance on the spot as 
she clutched at her bum and sobbed 
loudly. Mr Howell passed on. 

‘Battle of Waterloo?’ the strap 
splatted eagerly across the next 
obediently uplifted pair of buttocks, 
suffused with red in swathes which 
curved around each chubby cheek. 

‘Um — er —’ She may well have 
known the answer, but the threat of 
the strap playing with her helpless 
bum-cheeks drove it from her mind. 
The only thing she could think about 
was the wretched vulnerability of her 
loxejacoyeam 

Crack! The trembly cheeks 
squeezed together as the girl 
wormed her hips and clung to the 

_ edge of the desk, white-knuckled. 


‘Eighteen, fifteen. Add it up, 
girl.’ 

‘Ooo — ooogh — eight, sir — an’ 
one — and one and five, sir — ooogh 
— um — fifteen, sir.’ 

‘Sure?’ 

‘Er, yes sir. Fifteen sir.’ 

The strap flicked across the 
waiting buttocks. 

‘Eighteen and fifteen? I make 
that thirty three, don’t you?’ 

SW ov-Mestalecw-) aud (-YoWesqoy-loMcr-v(o Mn aet-ta 
yes, if you looked at it that way, sir, 
it was thirty three. 

‘But you make it fifteen, you 
say?’ 

‘S-sir — I’m sorry — I thought 
that was what you —’ She 
whimpered into silence. 

The strap descended upon two 
Feato}a-mm otbCo(ol bbeCommm ayistnel ovtete sm ofe]olostoles 
buttocks fifteen times, then the 
sobbing girl was told, ‘That’s your 
fifteen — eighteen you owe me.’ 

The strap stroked the full, sore, 
pert cheeks. It wasn’t her fault that 
her bottom’s impudently healthy 
invitation had taken the old man’s 
fancy. 

“You can come and get them 
tomorrow, in my storeroom, 
understood?’ 

‘Ooo — yes sir, yes. Tomorrow, 
sir — in your st-storeroom.’ 


‘Quite so.’ 
4 


All the other girls have found 
their pins; there are no voices raised 
to say otherwise. Mr Eversley looks 
at Janet, whose blushes heighten on 
the instant. ‘Your pins, Janet, are on 
Lde\-W(-Xelor-¥-1 aud o(-M ofe)aco)eoMoy and o(-Me)(-\ol ce 
board. Go and fetch them and then 
come here.’ 

‘Y-yes, sir —’ Janet slides out 
from behind her desk with a flash of 
pale thighs and goes to find her pins. 
She returns and 
consciously beside Mr Eversley, pins 
clutched in her hand. 

‘Now then —’ he says to the class 
in general, and — holds out an open 
palm into which Janet places her 
pins after a moment’s hesitation. 
‘Some of you will remember this 
from our last meeting in this room.’ 
Some of the girls; Victoria and Susan 
and pert-breasted Lucy; do indeed 
remember and not without rueful 
looks on their young faces. 
‘Although in the ordinary way I 
suppose we might say that the skirt 


which each of you is wearing —’ (All 


stands _ self- * 










oe a 





grey, with pleats at the sides and 
back; all a regulation four whole 


Eversley twirls a finger in front of 
danet, his unwitting assistant in the 
forthcoming demonstration; being 
bright the girl catches on and does a 
halting piroette’ then stops, blushing 
i made the centre of 

this evening’s 

meqgard skirts as 
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as 


“Er — yes sir.’ Janet reaches up 
and overlaps her hands across. her 
crown. which makes her handtul- 
sized-breasts. push themselves firmly 
against her blouse. 

‘Pin number one — leftthigh = 
goes here; when the time 
comes, that is’ Mr Eversley ‘takes 
Janet’s ‘number-one’ pin,.and with 
it. of course, the hem of Ker skirt and 
lifts it up to the apex of her left 
shoulder he can reach quite 
comfortably where he deftly 
Evite (cccubandatcelvledomantcMunt-lics ut] Mean alas 
blouse and clicks it shut: Janet’s 
skirt hangs like an untidy sash across 
her front while she blushes 
furiously;. there being only some 
thirteen inches of skirt between hem 
and waistband when worn properly, 
and Mr Eversley having had to hoist 
it up quite tight in order to pin it to 
her shoulder, Janets knickers are 
visible from- right hip to the 
waistband elastic on the other side, 
with indeed a tucked in ruck of the 
blouse the only thing hiding bare 
flesh above the top.of the knickers 
‘Pin number two — right thigh’ 

Each pin is put in inorder, with 
Janet made to turn by degrees with 
her hands still on her head as each 
‘corner’ is securéd at shoulder level; 
and now that all four pins are made 
fast it is plain that one of those 
‘certain ways’ in which the girl } 
gained Mr Eversleys attenti« 
surely have be 
saucy-bottomed anz 
way she fills ¢ 
small school, 























10Nn, 
~ush out 
iid her soft 
uly together but 
Particular heed 

- want no sloppy pinning 
Skirts. If they're pinned up 
uperly I should be able to see your. 
navel his fingertip wiggles 
teasingly and Janet tries to wangle 
away without falling off her chair. ‘Is 
all that quite clear? 

There are ‘yes sirs’ from every 
one. though some responses are 
little more than nervous whispers: 
one girl at the back of the room gets 
uncertainly to her feet with the hem 
of her skirt in her hand» Another gir! 
does the same 
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That ‘Small blonde 
What Bottoms Are For ’ 
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Dear Sir, 

Congratulations on your 
excellent magazine. It’s great to see 
attractive young women with good, 
firm womanly bottoms — and 
getting them up well. You know that 
bottom presentation is fundamental 
to success. You also know the only 
true context: the bum doesn’t belong 
to them, but to the man — and 
there’s never an hour or moment 
when it shouldn’t be bared and 
tanned. y 

I would be very interested to 
know whether most men agree with 
me that the small blonde in ‘What 
Bottoms Are For’ is the best spankee 
and canee that I have ever seen. 
Please use her for your next video. 
As much as I liked the concept, I just 
wanted to see her firstly, spanked 
harder, slippered as hard as at 
school and caned in the _ toes- 
touching position. I have no idea how 
much these women are paid — it is 
obviously not my business — yet as a 
buyer, may I say that I would pay 
£100 to see that particular young 
lady punished for the whole hour. 
You had an excellent letter recently 
which you published to your great 
credit that what we men want to see 
is simply one servile young woman, 
already  perfectly-trained, taken 
through a synthesis or bottom 
beating and submissiveness. I was 
just longing to see the small blonde 
caned, really caned; with this 
concept there is just one master who 
radiates domination with real 
contempt for the woman, who is 
precise and whose tone leaves her 
without a scrap of will-power. The 
whole hour is just bottom beating a 
delectable, pathetic, wide-eyed, 
petite, blonde, naive and above-all 
thoroughly — undeserving — of — 
sympathy big girl, that small on in 
What Bottoms Are For being the 
epitome. She looked beautiful over 
his lap; do most agree with me that 
the man should be three times 
bigger than the girl? He had her over 
his lap like a silly little undergrown 
adolescent; yet the obedience is 
sadly missing, such as in Sally's 
First Lesson. 1 would dearly like to 
see a Second Lesson with that man 
(who was superb, insurpassable) and 
the little blonde miss with nothing 
going for her but her attractive, 
simple face, blonde hair and a lovely 
firm, round bottom that should never 
be white for long. 

In conclusion, I would like to say 
that I have spanked my wife much 
harder than your girls are in the 
videos and she has never cried at all. 
She has a better bum than them but 
that is not the reason. Can’t you ask 
that little blonde to take a long, real, 
sound spanking, then caning in a 


good atmosphere (as in Sally’s First 
Lesson) for more money than she has 
ever earned? She would be superb 
touching her toes in a schoolgirl 
uniform by Sally’s master. Do you 
remember that brilliant scene in 
‘The Best House in Town’? I have 
never seen any video with such a 
beautifully warm, secluded, 
decorated room. There are a whole 
range of canes and paddles and 
slippers that are just made for the 
bottom of the blonde twit in What 
Bottoms Are For. 

The only disagreement that I 
have with your so-informed letter- 
writer is that a thorough internal 
examination fits in delightfully with 
bum-walloping, in my opinion. All 
women are very vulnerable to 
infection because of the delicate 
balance in their vaginas of micro- 
organisms, yeast and bacteria — and 
especially little tarts like our blonde 
miss. There are four basic positions: 
heels to buttocks; hands around 
knees; knees of either side of face; 
and bottom up on the couch for a 
meticulous examination. Failure to 
clean (positions are assumed like 
clockwork for fear of twelve of the 
best) results in touching her toes for 
two dozen. (They can be spaced out 
if she is still adjusting to real 
punishment of her bottom). 

Best wishes and please, please 
keep training that little blonde. Bend 
it over. 


A. Saxon, Surrey. 


Dear Sir, 


Irecently bought Blushes No. 10 
which confirmed my opinion that at 
present you are publishing better 
pictures than anyone else. Your 
fiction isn’t always quite so good. 
Please find some more writers who 
can provide fiction as realistic and 
satisfying as your photographs. 

Speaking of which, I Particularly 
liked the final picture, the luscious 
brunette in the skin-tight shorts, 
over the trestle. It really gives the 
impression of having been taken part 
way through a thrashing, one feels 
that marvellous bottom is already 
roasting after the first few strokes 
and she isn’t at all looking forward to 
the remainder! 

Although I’ve a fair length of CP 
experience behind me, Ive never 
whipped a girl wearing punishment 
shorts, but I do know a girl who’s 
well aware what it feels like to have 
her bottom _ burning inside 
something very similar. Well, 
perhaps ‘girl’ is none too accurate — 
Molly is a lushly curved married lady 
of thirty. I met her and her husband 


Paul a couple of years ago, through a 
mutual friend who knew about our 
common interest in CP. They’re a 
great couple and we’ve become very 
good friends. Molly gets walloped 
frequently and thoroughly, though 
not, alas, by me to any great extent. 
If I'd met them while I was still 
married we might have set up a 
disciplinary foursome, except that 
CP never had the slightest appeal for 
my wife. As it is, my divorce was five 
years back, and I can hardly see 
myself tracing down dear Ruth to her 
lair in Hemel Hempstead and 
inviting her to meet my friends so 
that she can have her bottom tanned. 
The suggestion wouldn’t go down 
too well. So Molly’s real punish- 
ments are left to Paul, though I am 
sometimes allowed to invent an 
excuse to put Molly across my knee 
and give her an ostensibly playful 
spanking on the seat of her skirt. 
Molly, bless her good-natured heart, 
puts on a fine dramatic performance 
for me on _ these occasions, 
wriggling, kicking, squealing, 
begging me to stop, pretending to be 
deeply shocked at the indignity. Of 
course I know it’s mostly play-acting 
but I enjoy it very much, as I enjoy 
the feeling of her plump bottom 
quivering under my hand, even 
through two or three layers of fabric. 
At any time, Molly is happy to 
talk to me with great frankness and 
detail about the hidings she gets 
from Paul. Partly, I suppose, 
because it’s a subject she can’t very 
well discuss with her other friends. 
She also, rather mischeviously, likes 
to tease me and make me envious by 
describing punishments which I can 
only share vicariously. She knows 
very well what effect it has on me 
when she says something like, 
‘Christ, I can hardly bear to sit 
down today! Paul gave me hell last 
night — I was crying my eyes out!’ 
One of the punishments she receives 
quite often is a ‘double six’, that is, 
six strokes of the cane and six with 
the tawse, laid on alternately so that 
each cane stroke lands across a 
broad red stripe already stinging 
ferociously from the impact of the 
leather. The twelve strokes are 
spaced out over a period of about 
five minutes, and Molly says ruefully 
that five minutes can seem a very 
long time indeed when _ she’s 
squirming and sobbing over the end 
of the bed with her blazing bottom 
receiving a thrashing guaranteed to 
make a naughty lady repent of any 
sins she’s ever committed. 
Sometimes she gets it on the bare 
bottom, sometimes, by way of 
variety, she has to wear her punish- 
ment pants. These are a pair of thin, 
well-worn white cotton jeans which 
have shrunk with time and washing 


so that it takes a fair amount of 
tugging and wriggling before her 
delectable buttocks are _ snugly 
covered. Part of the legs are cut off, 
so they finish at mid-length. Molly 
once put them on to show me, and 
they really are drum-tight, even 
before she bends over. Molly 
assures me that the cane and strap 
sting at least as painfully on the seat 
of her pants as on the bare bottom 
and that the after effects are even 
more uncomfortable than when she 
is uncovered. She is made to keep 
the pants on for at least an hour after 
punishment, and of course her 
bottom is swollen and the throbbing 
weals are pressed tightly against the 
taut cotton. Molly confesses that she 
pleads abjectly to be allowed to take 
the pants off before the hour is up 
but she’s never allowed to, and all 
she can do is lie face down on the 
bed with the furnace in her lovely 
rump making the tears pour down 
her face. I’ve told her about a 
magazine letter I once read — fact or 
fantasy, I’ve no way of knowing — 
from an American lady describing 
her experiences as a hairdresser’s 
assistant when she was younger. 
Apparently the manageress of the 
salon disciplined her young 
employees with the back of a hair- 
brush, and she insisted that the girls 
should always wear a girdle. This 
was rolled down for a very thorough 
spanking and afterwards the girl had 
to replace it to compress her 
scorching seat. Pretty much the 
same idea, really. 

I liked the letter from the reader 
who classified girls as ‘spankable’ or 
‘whippable’. A man after my own 
heart! I’ve spent many a happy hour 
just watching the girls go by and 
privately deciding what type of 
punishment would be most effective 
for each shapely seat. On the whole I 
agree with his conclusions, though 
I’m not sure that the morality of the 
girls should come into it. Spankings 
for virgins and canings for tarts 
seems an unnecessary limitation. I 
think each individual case has to be 
decided on its own merits, taking 
into account physique, demeanour, 
behaviour, dress, and any other 
criteria which may occur. The 
subject of celebrity punishments has 
cropped up in your columns once or 
twice. It might make an amusing 
contest if readers were invited to 
suggest appropriate punishments for 
half a dozen well known young 
ladies. Off the top of my head, I 
suggest Bonnie Langford, Anneka 
Rice, Wincey Willis. (There’s an 
evocative name!) Catherine Bach 
from the Dukes of Hazzard, the new 
breakfast girl, Debbie Greenwood, 
and Floella Benjamin. 

D Ericson. 
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unpublished photos from the punishment sessior illustrated in Blushes Supplement No. 2 


Sparked off by an item in Blushes Supplement No. Z 
these two correspondents, along with many others, 
have been prompted to request the illustration of 

their own particular ideas in future issues of — 
Blushes Magazines. We assure them that we shall 
be photographing their requests in the near future. 






Dear Sir, 

I wish to congratulate you on 
your recent issue of Blushes 
Supplement which featured the two 
girls in white shorts. I believe this 
was one of the all time great CP 
features and both girls certainly had 
superb bottoms. 

You asked for suggestions on 
other possible photo-features which 
were not too kinky. I believe an 
excellent subject would be a 
headmaster or other disciplinary 
figure using a girl to test various 
positions. For instance to take the 
headmaster for example, maybe he 
has never previously been involved 
in caning girls and wishes to explore 
the most satisfactory position for any 


future girl to be caned to take. For 
this he summons the Head Girl and 
after explaining the situation 
requires her to take up the following 
positions:- 


Touching toes with legs straight 
Bending over the desk 

Bending over the back of a 
reaching down to hold front leg 
Bending over a high stool Wi 
hands on floor bs 
Bending over a frame sim} 
one used by girls in white sh 


First she is made to takes 
position wearing her full 
with her bottom stretching t 
of a tight skirt to the full. 


Secondly she has to take up cade 


position without her skirt but with 
her bottom protected only by skimpy 
white knickers. These should be the 


ird Se er 
om d ea 
v hich I thin make.a 
sus conclusion. = Fs 
ously hope you take-up this 
and look forward .to the 
hink would live up to 
girls! 
evor W., Sussex 








Dear Sir, — 

I thoroughly enjoyed the 
extended photo feature ‘Punishment 
Shorts’ in Blushes Supplement No 2. 
It must be the best and most 
thoughtful photo feature you have 





Cf ide i in with the 
same Gi t | punishment 






























frame under the fitle ‘Punishment 
gym-knickers.’ Some schools, I 
believe, draw the line at bare-bottom 
punishments, but force girls to strip 







~-eompletely naked except for their 


regulation school knickers. I would, 
like many readers, be most 
interested to see a sustained photo- 
pictorial with plenty of close up 
gym-knicker shots. 
Incidentally, will the girl on page 
30 of the same issue be punished for 
turning up for caning with socks that 
do not match? 
L. Hooke, Birmingham 
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A second piece from the lady 
writer of ‘A Splitting Moment’ 
[Readers will remember the photo of 
her as a girl] which we published 
with the letter elicited from her by 
John : Hotten our 
researcher. 


You may remember me telling 
you about some of my experiences at 
Beechcroft Boarding School for Girls 
F-VateW oXenu ie) eX -Me) ahd ov- Meta (Mero) mual-Mer-t at 
so hard across her knickers that her 
split right across the 
middle... Well this was quite an 
eyeful especially in front of the 


whole class and it was the topic for - 


conversation for quite some while as 
you can imagine. It was certainly a 
sign for all of us to wear substantial 
winter type knickers especially when 
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R.S.V.P. - 


‘attending Miss Hart’s lessons, 


needless to say I can tell you that it 
didn’t take much to get Margaret 
Parsons to agree to this idea after 
Ho¥-\ totem (=a of-Va-MoleteeMett-ja)t-\u-re mm con-1II 
the class and also actually getting 
the cane stroke across her bare bum 
cheeks!! Obviously we were careful 
Foo} am com 9) (cLUMmE-Vaolthe(e Mmm eolb(oleMmol bb abeTe! 
lessons for history...Not with Miss 
Hart in charge! ! 

However, a few weeks later I had 
the most awful shock when I got to 
her class, as one of the questions 
idet-Vm-M ot-(oll of-1-soWed ht/-1 0M coMe(oe-v apoyo) evs 
for ‘homework’, I had completely 
bo) gefo) arte lm cole (ov e(o MLV -M at-(o UN Colm aT-TaTe| 
our book in at the end of the lesson! 
As I had only put the question down 
How 21-1 Ces! Ov Ml ov ume) 0M uol-B Lo (-r-Mey ap abloloy tere; 
it out, I thought that I could tell her 
bdoY-1a Mob Colotmal coCo\iim-lololbiae tau bmx-1-3001-%e| 
F-Wefofelels(o(-x-W-vand oC alent McvoMe (bb atetem 1el= 
lesson I took the opportunity to erase 
the beastly question, at least it gave 
me a few days grace to think up 
Yo} oe\-Me{olole =>. Colt ty-Me Coy am oolmmoleuantele mts 
down in the first place... 

Anyway I didn’t really think too 
FeatbColoM-lofolbiaplar-Cer-TieW-(RUolbM -eotolimeCe uy 
id ovtevet--Va-MmMOlUimoy aj lej el moltimoy a onttered 
On the following Monday we were in 
her class again and I suddenly 
remembered about it when she got 
the prep books out to go through 
(there were about twenty in our 
class). She would normally spend a 
couple of minutes explaining the 
answers that were not right and girls 
Jo¥-YoUm come Com ue(-serMoltiar-Yor-1ioWMe Mh aeCoytledels 
she would never get to mine (I 
wanted to get it over with). In fact 
she went through every other book 
first and I really thought she had 
missed me out altogether...But alas 
‘Now we come to Paula 
Staples’ she said and there was quite 
a long pause. ‘The difficult question 
about the Roman Empire, Miss 
Staples would have us believe that 
no such question was given!!’ she 
said in a sarcastic tone. ‘However I 
believe differently as I have 
rob txoro\-sa-Xo M aet-imaevtwer-lelel elavmt-VAtmest a 
jek Kow-o1 1UT-V Uap able) of-Xe Molen d el-Mrel 6-1-1 8(0) 0) 
from her book...But not well enough 
I fear as I am not a complete idiot!!’ 
‘STAND UP GIRL’ she shouted...I 
rose reluctantly to my feet. ‘Do you 
think that I am so old as to not to 
notice the impression in your book? 
On the contrary with my long 
experience the older I get the more I 
know what to look for!’ ‘Please Miss 
it was a genuine mistake’ I prattled.. 
‘Genuine, I doubt but mistake it 
most certainly was!!’ she said ‘As 
will be proved inside the next few 
minutes during which I shall be 
Nizevavebtetes your _ bottom...GET 


OUT HERE you lazy little time, 


waster!’ she pointed to. the ground 
where I guess I was supposed to 
stand...I remember thinking...cricky 


good job I put my thick navy blues 
on!...As I was quite short she made 
me stand on the platform in front of 
her desk so that the rest of the class 
would be able to get a good view, 
this was of course all part of the 
Jevbtoovtb-1eCoye Pam) o(-Mm olU amCY-\17-5 ¢-1 Ul ooo) <3 
Cod om ov-Mb oxo) ovmoy an del-Mol-1) ar-TaleMoyce(-sa-tol 
me to bend over the desk with the 
books under my body in order to 
raise my bum in the air, my bottom 
was sticking right up and my feet 


. were hardly touching the ground, 


she shuffled around and I could see 
her selecting a suitable instrument 
though I didn’t see what it was. 
‘Now we had a little accident last 
time didn’t we girls?’ she said to the 
class... ‘Yes Miss’ they all chanted.. 
Colt VR UV -wxe Coy om aRUY-Tov am dot-1 am coll aT-}0) 01-30) 
again do we?’....No Miss’ they 
chorused...oh thank goodness I 
thought she must be using the 
slipper or the paddle at the worst 
and with my thick knickers on it 
shouldn’t be too bad...Miss Hart 
rambled on ‘And although Miss 
Staples appears to be wearing quite 
a substantial pair of regulation 
knickers, I fear that I shouldn’t take>~ 
the risk of damaging them too much 
and I intend to use the thin stinging 
whippy cane...she paused a moment 
to allow that to sink in, my heart 
sank, I couldn’t understand what she 
was getting at because that cane 
would be the worst. for ripping 
knickers apart! 

‘SO Paula I shall have to tell you 
to take your knickers down!!!’ Wow 
ND ot-tar-W c249 010) (M-) ololol al Moco) ams M1 Cololo DT) 
F-VeXe Wm 0)(-r-Yo(-to Mn Colm of) am ©) w MNBAYE-Vol-Te0] 
PLEASE NO, I would rather have 
twenty with my knickers on...I...I 
don’t mind paying for them if they 
split’ she laughed at me.. ‘You girl 
have caused a lot of trouble in the 
past and it is high time that you were 
Ldateycoleted ol Kumme UK-vor) 9) ta =Xo Mb co) am oto) amos NTU 
Ld obtcweevtcyo(-sot-r-loloyaolbimmcomont-].C Mv} Co) g 
other times when I have been too 


lenient with — you...KNICKERS 
DOWN TO YOUR’ -KNEES 
PLEASE!!!’ 


Well I certainly couldn’t recall 
FeVolumstect-X-Miot-1 at) ot-M of-Co (-mvnl-Moyomo) ots 
she certainly was not going to let me 
off lightly this time! I looked at her 
sideways as I put my hands up my 
skirt and took hold of the elastic top 
of my navy knickers, I was hoping 
that she was just trying to frighten 
feat-Mojbuar-V0-) e(-e-y-1(o mt 7-1 OO) \/ 1 oO) NER 
COME ON Hurry child lets get on 
with it!!!’ I had my knickers just 
clear of my bottom and I moved back 
to the desk again....TO YOUR 
KNEES GIRL!’ she bellowed and 
she thrashed the cane across. my 
bare thighs. Wow how it stung and | 
quickly got them down as requested 
Fee Moro) mont(-) an ue\-Me(-1-),ar-Lor- The am Ml ot-\olr-) 
fairly good length skirt so my bottom 
was still covered but for how long? 


Ea! Miia Se 


Miss Hart was doing her fly 
catching act again swishing the cane 
about, the thin cane made a 
terrifying whine as it swished, I felt 
her fumbling with my skirt and the 
cool air on my buttocks as my bum 
was uncovered 
completely bare for all the class to 
Y-X-m Moxos 0U(e W a-r-bar-Mcleltbed tte mearelet-Yb as 
and I knew that all their eyes were on 


my bottom, some of the little bitches ~ 
- were probably standing up to get a 


better view!...Why did she have to 
swish that damn cane, you could 


never tell whether or not if it was. 


going to land on your bum... 
SUDDENLY the penetrating sting 
bit hard into my. bare flesh, -I 
screamed out in pain and my whole 


~~ body vibrated, it cut me full in the 


centre of my bum with a noisey 
SPANK!! which sounded distant to 
-me for my mind was occupied in 
coping with the  pain!...SWISH 


STING!! 


The second devastating stroke 
bc) Not y-xe Mmmr-Vbeeosjammteetont-Xett-1c-)\emmr-vevel 
before I had any time to recover or 


-, compose myself, it landed almost in 


“the same place and I felt the end of 
the cane whip around my backside 
Vso Med t)oMmo(-1-\o Mm lolco lm celta ate) lam eleven 
Wel 9-1-1, LO) WAWVAUI OOOWWW 
OW! I screamed, I gripped on to the 
We (-X-) au ut-V ao M->.4o)-Tostelemr-Vevolte(-samaet elle) 
as I heard the whistle of the cane 
through the air but this was Miss 
Hart’s sadistic ruse, she was 
keeping me in suspense again, I 


~ could still feel the painful sting of 


those strokes and a ‘burning 
sensation from what must have been 
two sizeable weals across my 
bottom, the swishing went on and 


’ my buttocks tensed for each swish to 


prepare for that biting sting antici- 
poY-VC Lobes Morolbe (eM ev-r-vev-Weelttune(-sar-teolsarel 
the class and tutting and low 
whistles... ‘Quiet girls please’ 
shouted the Mistress ‘and pay close 
attention to this naughty girls 
bottom and learn a lesson from what 
you see!!!’ There was almost total 
silence now and I just waited 
helplessly as the wicked old bitch 
taunted me trying to catch me 
unawares, .my buttocks were 
permanently - clenched - -tightly 
together I could feel my whole body 
Lea-teolo) (MUU tie W c-t-)emmoieCo(o(-sellvmr- Wm Colstal 


~ whining swish broke the silence... 
The cane made sharp contact with 


the lower part of my bum with a 
piercing crack! I squealed and cried 
out for mercy another really hard 
ince) .<-m-voe(-Xemnyevie)ssteteme(-t-toBtolcomeny 
buttocks before I had a chance to 
tense myself the intense pain shot 
through my behind like an electric 
shock causing me to lose complete 
control, my feet left the ground and I 
can remember kicking them about 


mer-Vato Um able) o)telemm volta oxoyaceyee Mme (1); Mma Ce) 


reduce the pain... Miss Hart took the 


and - presented 


‘the last 


opportunity to place yet another 
follow up stroke thrashing the cruel 
cane hard down across my bum and 


_ catching me on the back of my 


hand....\HANDS OUT OF. THE 
WAY!!!’ she screamed ‘You’ll get 
an extra one for that!’ My eyes were 


‘glazed with tears and though I 


usually tried to put on a brave show 
in front of the other girls, I 
couldn’t hold back a few sobs. ‘Stop 
snivelling girl you have another two 
to go yet’, she ran her hand over my 
bare bum, ‘HA, you’ll remember this 
won’t you child?’ she took a handful 
roy a vole (-samolbtee We ol-1-).a-Velemcrelb(-1-y4-10 
LoCo) ovaptoW els ance ceyetem@ et-Voleur-Vereg obcoleted ays 
the cane down hard THWACK!!! on 
my right buttock thus spreading my 


firey globes which must have been 


very reveiling to the onlookers 
though I was almost past caring 


- about that.. 


‘Well that’s six and now you’re 


going: to get that extra one for 


putting your hand over your bottom. . 
I think we’ll have you right up on the 
desk for this one’ she said. ‘Take 
your knickers right off and move the 
books and kneel on top of my desk!!’ 
I took off my knickers still sobbing, I 


- glanced at the class of open-mouthed 


wide eyed girls,.some of the little 


bitches were obviously enjoying it 


immensely, I tried to leap on to the 
Fol -X-) a ol UL aE-Jt1 9) of-e Mr-VeVo Nyy e-10U (Xo Mo) OM Ko) 
LteC-ms d Coley aaa Ol of -Ye7-10 MR Coes atMMolt Lam Coleco! 
‘Silence girl’ snapped Miss Hart as 


she cut the cane across the back of ~ 


my legs, some of the girls even 
laughed (I wish I’ knew who they 
were) I scrambled up quickly on to 
the top of the desk, moving the 
books to one side I kneeled ready for 
stroke...Miss Hart 
Fo} 9) xoy-(on eV to md ot Me (-1-) ar-Vele Ms eolo\y-Xo only 
knees well apart and then told me to 
stick my bottom well up in the air, I 
tried to do this as discreetly as 
possible as it was so embarrassing 
for me exposed to all my classmates 
but Miss Hart had no compassion 
F-Vale Wad :<-}0) am tal-jt-jatele Mian socejeatlo(-MmUolitg 
bottom more Staples!!’ she ordered. 


_T had no choice and I was well past 


caring anyway, I wanted so dearly to 
get it over with that I would do 


Venti aevtevem it) ma coMet-1mlol-(ol ai coment cele) eel 


and soothe my sore buttocks with 
Coro) Ko Mos ¢=x-Vee om Mo oo) b 0) o} mina Col o) (-1-4-1-) 
Niptaelha otessr-Moytcololemesta cime-velem Metlou-tw 
was ordered and I stuck out my bare 
bum as far as I could, it didn’t bother 
me any more what they could see..: 
‘That’s better’ 
‘What do you think girls?’ the nasty 
little swines giggled, I glanced over 


“my shoulder now and could see some 
_of the girls and also saw Miss Hart 


swishing the cane and saw her stand 
back to take her powerful swing at 
my naked bum, my buttocks were 
well protruded and consequently 
quite firm the cane spanked across 


il oo) aces velo) alo) ah coMe-Wrer-lavietems Cio) ame) ¢-1-1 3 


said the Mistress . 


them with a _ stinging stroke 
SPANK!! I felt the end of it double 
round and flick across my right thigh 
FV-NC) al wie OHM OOO) WAAL OLO\ UA YALE! 
It really hurt but somehow I don’t 
think it was quite as bad as some of 
ide(-Meyd t=) am debe-l-Je(-t-woce)eoMm tol-Mor-vel-s el 
had earlier, maybe because my 
buttocks were much firmer in this 
position or maybe it was the last 
stroke or maybe I’d even got a bit 
used to it. But I’ll tell you this, I had 
EMU Saumceye-MoltiooMoltimt els moolel(oleie m-y-1-1 
Tea \ fm of- (ol <9 0 (3 Ko) amo LUT] aRUU of-1 0M) o1-¥m Ko) (0 
me I could go!!! 


Dear Sir 

I would be interested in sharing 
some of my ideas and experiences on 
corporal punishment: for your 
publication. I would not .like my 
name published for obvious reasons 
but I think it is a shame 
that the strict punishment, that 
we were brought up with, seems to 
loy-Meltpteromelvuwt 

I am retired now but as a teacher 
in the 50’s, I am pleased to 
say many unruly teenagers felt my 
strap. Even then there were rules 
about corporal punishment, — for ™ 
instance how many strokes, and the 
presence of another teacher if a girl 
was to be punished,but as as 
parent of two girls (now grown up of 
course). I was not frightened to 
spank their bottoms when they were 
younger, and then strap or cane 
them until well into their teens, 
and they thanked me for it. 


Yours 
JT Kent 


Dear Sir, 
I believe the presentation of a 


importance — a partially covered 
one enhances the beauty of the 
buttocks. 

The girl to be caned must have a 
wardrobe of clothes to choose from. 
We can observe her from behind a 
mirror as she sifts through her 
bottom drawer looking for the right 
pair of panties. Low angle-poise 
feebbaxeyach-Vq-M-juabt-lc-tolr-vaoltete aat-mcoreyeel 
so as her bottom is seen from every 
angle. She selects different panties 
vate me a(cmaet-sormeyeMolellituvemagt-toeM | ont-(- 
tight as possible as she knows this is 
how she is to be presented. She 
inspects herself in the mirrors and 
settles for a black pair, she pulls 
them on and feaches down for a pair 
of high heels. Bending over she slips 
them on. ghe is nearly ready for a 
caning, she rings a bell which 


_advises the man watching from 


behind a mirror that she is prepared. 
She sits facing a chair back with her 
bottom over the edge. She grips her 
panties wrenching them upwards 


f : eae 
ie : 


seeing herself reflected in the 
mirrors. There is also a mirror on the 
floor beneath her bottom. A man 
appears with a cane, she looks 
around helplessly over her shoulder. 
After a couple of whacks he is not 
satisfied with the tension in her 
panties, the material must clear the 
buttocks completely. He tosses her a 
joxeVbarey Mol bho zo) eM o} e-Vor-X-Hr- oe Wh ¢-9 (om ot-) am ce) 
put them on behind her knickers, 
pulls the straps hard over her 
shoulders and arching her back to 
allow more slack in the braces she 
clips them onto the front of the 
knickers. Her buttocks now totally 
exposed are split down the middle by 
a thin strip of panties. She is ordered 
to adopt a number of poses before 
the mirrors as she receives her 
caning, a different pose for each 
stroke. She touches her toes, kneels 
on all fours and lies on her back with 
her knees up around her ears and 
then stands on the end of the bed 
Lex-sotebtolemo\r-s am elo) Col bevemeye com te(-Mey-veom 
her bottom almost level with the 
man’s shoulders. Some close up 
photos will be necessary for this 
sequence as detail is very important. 
AV.VZol00 Co i b amie of MM oYos<3-) 10) (AR co MSY 1) 
je) Xe) coxes c=) ot-mmo) am eatelo(-I CMB TOM (-lo)e-lael) 
adorned with ribbons above her 
bottom; perhaps a wide belt around 
the waist of a body stocking/leotard 
and also a tu-tu, a short transparent 
skirt as worn in ballet. I enclose 
some sketches, just ideas not 
necessarily guidelines for your 
je) eXo)celese-}9) o1-1eo 
I have had some_ interesting 
spanking experiences. I recall one 
occasion out of many. For comfort I 
placed two cushions on the floor, and 
the girl knelt face in to the bed her 
bottom thrust well out in tight 
panties. I took a tie and passed 
it beneath the back of her panties 
“*—pulling them up as‘hard as. they 
would go into her crotch. I then 
tied her hands with the same tie 
behind her back. So if she moved 
them she would only make things 
more uncomfortable by increasing 
the tension in the elastic. I then 
proceeded to whip her out-thrust 
buttocks lightly but firmly with a 
riding crop. After about fifteen 
minutes she was actually moaning 
with pleasure and she was visibly 
wet between the lips of her pussy, 
her bottom cheeks a pretty pattern of 
red stripes. I applied some vaseline 
to her bottom to enhance the rough 
sheen and applied some to myself. 
Then I knelt behind her hot buttocks 
wrenching the panties out of her 
crotch and pushed into her with my 
other hand gripping her neck so as to 
ensure I could pull her back onto me 
-.each time I thrust into her. ‘ 
| oY -\/-Sam oY-o MN 0 oo) <-ME-) of - 01,1010] 
experiences etc and other ideas for 
photo sequences. I hope you like this 
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- from you soon. 


letter and I look forward to hearing 
J. Ranft, London 


Dear Sir, 

I am writing to you as a Blushes 
reader on a subject that seems to 
receive little attention these days but 
which must be of great importance to 
many marriages. The subject in 
question is ‘Marital Spanking’. 
Whilst Blushes deals admirably with 
the fantasy side of. C.P., depicting 
young girls usually school girls 
receiving their ‘just deserts’, the 
popularity of the magazine probably 
reflects a general lack of satisfaction 


amongst married men, myself 
included, at being unable to 
‘personally administer a good 


spanking to their partners. For my 
part, I believe that C.P. if delivered 
in moderation and without spite can 
be a source of mutual satisfaction 
but unfortunately my wife, Nicole, 
does not agree. She is an attractive, 
sophisticated and career-minded 
woman of 29 who feels it would be 
unacceptably degrading and 
humiliating for her to allow me to 
spank her bottom. My discussions 
with her on the subject have resulted 
in a hardening of her attitude, made 
all the more frustrating for me by 
two main factors. 

Firstly, she keeps herself in 
excellent shape — her buttocks are 
well proportioned and firm — ideal 
spanking material and she happily 
wears clothes which I consider 
particularly provocative. Tightly 
fitting leather trousers and skirts, 
sexy underwear (especially the 
currently fashionable seamed 
stockings) and very high-heeled 
shoes and boots are all part of my 
wife’s ‘sophisticated yet sexy’ 
look. It seems also that she 
deliberately tries to provoke my urge 
to spank her by ‘exhibitionist’ or 
flirtatious behaviour. While 
(hopefully!) completely faithful to 
our marriage, Nicole is certainly not 
adverse to having her bottom 
fondled by other men at parties or to 
displaying a stocking-top to an 
admirer in the pub. 

The second ‘factor’ is that, due to 
my wife’s 
namely her _ horse-riding, _ self- 
defence and aerobics classes she is a 
woman of considerable strength and 
is easily capable of rebuffing any 
attempt I might make to forcably 


remove her panties or put her across _ 


my knee. My last attempt resulted in 


her turning the tables on me 


completely and it was I who ended 
up where she should have been! In 
fact, my lady wife is positively keen 
to. engage in the ‘Fem/Dom’ 
activities which usually result from 
my attempts to make love to her. I 
suppose it is hypocritical of me to 


“an uncomfortable chair 


concern for fitness,- 


complain that I find it humiliating to 
have to lick my wife’s favourite 
‘bedroom-boots’ or to be made to 
wear a collar and lead in order to 
gain access to my wife’s- carefully 
shaved pubis, but it’s really no joke, 
I do, of course, have a choice as my 
wife frequently reminds me. Either I 
toe the line or some_ rather 
embarrassing ‘Polaroids’ which I 
was once foolish enough to let my 
wife take of me might find their way 
to my boss’s desk. However, I 
digress. 

A point which may shed some 
light on the matter is the fact that my 
wife spent her years between the 
ages of 12 and 18 at a private girls 


school where C.P. was commonplace - 


My eagerness to elicit from her the 
details of any C.P. she might have 
received at school resulted in. my 
‘weakness’ being ruthlessly used 
against me. In order to draw from 
‘Madam Nicole’. an account of her 
own C.P. experiences at school, I 
had to clean and polish her riding- 


boots and tack, hand-wash tkree ~ 


pairs of jodhpurs and innumerable 
pairs of panties. I finished up tied to 


bedroom while my wife recounted 
her story pausing only to take further 
‘Polaroids’ of me and undress for 
bed. Unfortunately for me at this 
point my wife decided to add some 
realism to her story and I was 
obliged, after I had been untied, to 
adopt a kneeling position in the chair 
doubled over the -back with palms 
flat on the floor. Nicole, receiving 
sufficient elevation from her six-inch 
stiletto heeled thigh-boots put my 
head between her thighs, carefully 
treading on my fingers 
process and finished the story 
adding a stroke or six of realism 
with her riding-crop. 

The crop and whipping chair 
have now become permanent 
features of the price I pay to retain 
favour with my wife so Blushes 
offers welcome relief to my own 
stinging bottom and the inaccessi- 
bility of my wife’s expensive. silk 
panties, or rather, their contents. 

Clearly, this state of affairs, is 
less than satisfactory to me and I 


would be grateful to receive any © 


advice that you or any readers may 
have to offer on the matter. 

My wife’s account of her school 
days can be the subject of another 
letter if you should so request and I 
would be glad to discuss, by. post, 


any suggestions for improvement or - 


observations you may care to make 
on the foregoing. Meanwhile, I shall 
endure my predicament and at great. 
personal sacrifice try to collect more 
C.P. stories for the contents of a 
future letter. 


K. J. Howard, Middlesex. 
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these excellent-value videos at £45 each, direct from: 





All 
Be) CRY! 
scams SON ee 
sim of the book, 8 is Forest Hill, London SE23 FOR 
The film be missed: Two pret 
definitely 70 t0 + a“friend SALLY’S FIRST LESSON girls Pretty blonde School- 
Left in the a wino KNOWS HALF-TERM weekend + AO fata 
fam! : : O le 
of the it the irl’s fear of PUNISHMENTS And a lesson not to b their bottoms sa What 
ll api Suzie is © aon forgotten! For a fu// FS ule for sitting on rs for, if 
the darks gd, cajoled an In six months this almost Sally and her tutor’ ee even the maid at; neta 
and Heed Frain) taking hour-long video has unhappy he sine temporary i at their new 
finally tra for the ther span- : are put ialie; me has her 
her knickers | oak that ee ange rel-lire|alaaeL PME @ vigorous bout Ri taken down for a 
kind of unis appro- king vide | ~’pe potureet- oe oolroom discipline soon a Panking almost as 
4 uncle” high-spirited = discipline at 2 Well, half in there kings andy atrive. Span 
riate for @ kings; Oe oun- ee, eee = aNd. pag canings, aft 
mil roymalcas age. SPA articu- ten es a — peepee entertai- BN ts olf ots is 
~ ' Ss a 
f course, ena across, UY -striped bottoms and oe Of of almost. 20. - racuan bam @ cold pool, 
~ larly painful ¢ yjamas — ae, less _ exploitation Sally’ <n length follows liated dIrls to humi- 
her bed ete qa new ap eater oe cade, Hie: atti mapa a bare- desperate Ping ang 
then “uncle so painful, xa 2 aven in the« from | eee Mey desk, good, “ _ Promises to be 
. idea; not quite ‘finitely light captured by bias the first stinging they a Sir!” Promises 
ernaps, PUL A sul bathroom - ¢ roketothelast genuine- 5 © obliged to kee 
ore em asing: the Blushes video crew. ly tearful squeal. y the way! P, 
pT 


THE SPANKING INTERVIEWS NO.1 THE SPANKING INTERVIEWS NO. 2 


AAV at=s ath colebas chrcopebatc-e-yor-val obat-moat-tze-VAtatesebicoy am olbtcce-tan- (embed val or-lolsacoymeiere( i 
he is very surprised at the result. Not only do amateur models apply but also a top 
fashion one, there are a couple of beautiful girls you will have seen in the pages of 
MEN ONLY and CLUB INTERNATIONAL, a schoolgirl trying for her first job, the if 
reluctant girlfriend brought along by a well known London playboy and the usual 
city secretary trying to make the big time. With the editors secretary getting a girl 
a from the local coffee bar during lunch break, it makes a total of 9 girls. What 
$ happens to them?? Well somehow our lecherous editor manages to persuade them 
they should “audition”’. Using canes, a switch, strap, slipper, riding crop, a tawse 
Fvatemat-boaloyabt-Jau-vatem alolacoyq(-idebatcavat-xe)(el-(oalole) babl(sem-belem elt Ru sa acemar-tatcen--(aa! 
Foye datsoamssetel-meyol ol-sbatemaalorcoletsalbymolerartjatem-tatcu-lolpti-emmalolacepeatoatecenn! 
interfered with. 
The result on the girls is very interesting indeed and should not be missed, we see 
a young very reluctant blonde turned into a screaming nympho with even 2 men 
and 1 girl beating her and playing with her at the same time, and unable to give her 
satisfaction. You will also see a very ‘upper crust” lady with a fantastic brown 
body, beaten to a point of sexual arousal where she cannot resist interfering with 
herself. Then there are the 2 girls who have always been close friends find their 
friendship takes on anew meaning before your very eyes as they are beaten at the 
same time and can only find solice in each other. THESE SCENES ARE REAL AND 
HAVE NOTHING TO DO WITH THE STORY LINE, THEY WERE FILMED AS 
THEY HAPPENED.... and there is more.... and you will see many tears. 
To say the publishers were pleased with the result is an understatement, so much 
so that they were unable to decide on enough to cut out so we end up with almost 


hour long films. EACH PRICED AT £45.00. 


©] aT-1e [01-1 Mar-1 ale Wm of)~) f-] Me) ce [-1e-ME) alel] (0 of-uaat-le(-¥m of-\VZ-1 0) (- MaKe) 
“BROADWAY PUBLISHING”. £45 
Please be sure to state whether VHS or Betamax format is. 


required. 
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but all is 
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